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“Y sM AFRAID I MUST LEAVE YOU,” SAID CECIL; “I BAVA JOST REMEMBERED AN [IMPORTANT DUTY.” 


UNSTABLE AS WATER. 


eee 


[A NOVELETTE.] 


OHAPTER I. 


‘ Iv was a dull February day, and the streets of 
‘he colliery town of Danlop presented anything 
bai a cheerful appearance. There had been a 
beavy fall of snow, followed by « driezling rain 
daria the previous night, and, as no attempt had 
yet beso made to clear the roads, pedestrians 
found walking the very reverse of pleasant. The 
young ladies eraployed by 8. Bennett, draper and 
haberdasher, concluded they were very comfort- 
‘oly situated, and persistently turned thelr regard 
from the dreary ontlook, 

Ih the shop a small ges-atove diffared sufficient 
Warmth to satisty the two assistants warming 
thelr fingers before ft, and indulging In envious 





remarks concerning the dressmakers and rufliiners | certainly did not belong to her employer, A 


but fi establishment. | “hope,” sald ‘' little Cole,” the apprsatice, 

It was the dullest month in ail the year, but the | “ che governor won't come Ip, or he'll guess what 
were busy with monrning. Not 20 | we are doing.” 

the milliners, who occupied the lower end of the! "Pooh! He would only think himself rats 

showroom, and were screened from view by green taken, I've got my scissors ready to out them 

ba!z3 curtains, down, and each of you girls must pick up as 
In thie ifttle sanctum was a large, closed stove, many as you can,” 

which exhaled an unpleasant odour of coke, but! ‘Of course we shall,” Nell rejoined, casting 

the girls were too used to this to pay any heed to | hungry looks towards some potatoes which were 

it, and the door of the stove was almost white | suspended by fine wires from nails irflied into 

with heat. I was eleven o'clock ; and, as one | the mantleplece, ‘' Bat he has gone to a vestry 

sald, “high time for lanch.” | taeeting, an 4 ao we're tolerably safe for the next 
"* Don’t be impatient, Miss Hardwick!” said | hour."’ 

the smal!, flaxen-halred tice, ‘You shall! ‘' Now, Rosalind,” addressing the only gicl in 

have {t In ten minutes at latest.” | the quartette who had not spoken, “‘ you may go 
*' Yos ; and don’t interrupt again, Nell!” broke | on.” 

in golden-haired Fran, "We've just got to the Rosalind Burney turned another leaf, and in a 

best part of the woes | sweet, low volce, read from Helen Mat! ar's 
“Vm so hungry!” pleaded Nell Hardwick. | exquisite story, “ My Lady (ireen Sleeves ;” 

'*T bslleve I conld eat stale bread alone |” and | and as she read even giddy Nell Hardwick was 

she applied herself to a strip of embroidery which | silent. 


who —— the next two storeya of the small, | pleasant odour began to pervade ‘he room. 
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Rosalind herself forgot everything but ths 
novel into which she had flung herseif heart and 
soul, Sometimes her sweet volce trembled and 
broks—sometimes a suspicious molsture dimmed 


the brightness of her beautiful brown eyes. 


Taey were all so much exgrossed by the history 
of poor Dick’s troubles, and the sweetness of the 
gentis Charolals, that they did not hear steps 
ascending the etaira and crossing the showroom ; 
curtains 
parted and discovered two gentlemen there wasa 


paar pone p when the green baize 


shrill, little cry of eurprise from the girls, 
Roealind 


bonnet ; “Hittle Cole’ dexterously placed 


Fench eall chic, 
hia hat. 


charge of this de i? lone you presently, and emigration fe a fine 
“Yes?” sald Nell with a bewildering glance | thiog!” So saying, he left the room. 
hev red-brown tyes, ‘/Aw L-wanted ; 3 " Aren’t golog to read your letter, Rosa- 
‘*f merelp wish to ask you a few questions. 


Iam James Dake, the Seagtanee for this district. 


May I loquire what are your stated hours for 


work bere!” 
* Certainly?” fa her afriest tone. 


work!" 


* Yes, yes!” putting ber reply down In ~ 


note- book ; “aod whad; 


time is allowed f 
meals |” 


“> } half-an-hour. at Cloner, the same at 
tea!’ with a glance over her shoulder at Fran 


& mere i it wr 

Richards, wher was all bub ~at her men-* ae ee 
dacity, for weals at this b were very ‘Dear Rosanind,—You may expect to se¢ 
hurried acd irregular affairs. mefnafew days at most. Just now I am at 
Very good, very good !”’ said: the inspectors Paris, where | stay forty-eight hours longer, 
“and younever, on ar aezounhy exceed anxious to seo & new which folks say 
hours epeciBed by law! “pds co be the rage I Kave been having a fairly 
** Never, Lnagure you.” good time lately, but will tell you all whem we 


“* Taank you, And now may I trouble ponte 
hang this £ormdmeome conveniend place? J see Thursda 


you bave mot ope,” and he preseated her with * 
copy of the Hachory Reform Bill. 

Neil « bowed, and accepted fb; and then; 
as he aod his.eom retreated towards the 
stair, grimaced horribly, and exseuted a number 
of fantastic curves. 

“Nell, what ou earth iInducad you to say we 
are never cverworked ?” emcee ean 
Richards, querulously, 
we made last busy season?” 

“No, I don’t. "And I know it is horrid-to work 
from 8.30, a.m, te 11 30. pm, as we often did ; 
bat then the governor always pays ua overtime, 
and, a3 be iso’t a bad sort, I didn’t intend to geb 
hia into hot water, Why, ff I had told the 
trath that fellow Duke would have been down on 
him before you could say presto, Did I do 
wrong, Rosaliud? And, after all, my lies were 
white ones.” 

“'T suppose you know who {s.the father of-— 
shem, prevaricators?” Mise Barney questioned 
with « smalls, 

**No, Nell, In your place I would have done 
the same,” 

“Lanch fa ready,” announced little Cole, 
“draw your chatra up closer.” 

The girle did as bidden, each providing her 
self with a plece of white paper which served for 
a plate, and for a while there was a great deal-of 
iswghter and. jsating. » Bat a little later, when 
Mr. Ssnuel Bennett walked Into the room, he 
found his four employés all, basily engaged a> 
work at thele lawful employments, 

“It's no ase, making more millinery,” he 
grumbled, “we. have too much on hand now, 
a shail begin stack. taking to-morrow,” 

** Yes, alr,’ Nelb answered, —_ slacrity 3°" 1 
thiak it would be as well to dos 

“And, Miss Barney, will you look through the 
hats today 1 Sach ae need rmdactog leave ong-for 
roy Inspection, 

“Very wall, Mr, Bennett,” 

Tc was noticeable that Rosnlind never sddreaved 
her employeras ‘sir,’ Ths girls wondered a little 
at thir, bui did not -ventare to queation Rosalind, 
tor, while they liked and admired her, they were 





hastily closed and secreted her book, 
and became deeply engaged in ballding up a 
her- 
self fa such @ fashion as to hide her culinary 
efforts; but Nell rose with that alr of sceif- 
poseestion which go nearly approached what the 
The foremost gentleman lifted 


“I beg pardon; am I pesrentng the lady In 


We come 
at nine, and leave ab seven in. the winter—sight 
in the summer, on socount of the press of 


Do yousorget the mes. -ey 


never quite easy in her aociety.. She was so 
infinitely their superior in {nteliset and refine- 
ment ; her life was sucha sealed book to them, 
She never chatted of her home life or ber lovers 

as they did, Never confided in them ; and they 
roe A her as nob only secretive, but mys- 
terfous, . 

Mr, Bsnuets examined the contents of 
several shelves, grambling.stili more of the 
** old stock” he had on hand; then he turned to 
Roealind, 

“Oh! I beg your pardon, Miss Barney, bat I 
quite forgot to give you a letter which arrived 
for you this morning. Here ib is,” aus & 
foreign-looking eplatle from hie pocket ; “ there 
are endless poeimarks upon ft, You have friends 
abroad ¢” Inqulsitively. 

“Yes, Mr. Bennett,” and she grew visibly 
paler as she received the letter, 

“Doubtless your sweetheart?” jocosely. 
* Well, I suppose I must make up my mind to 


lind 1” asked Nell, regarding her curlously. 

“Not now ; it will keap. Fran, pass me the 
blae satin, please,” and no more was sald on 
the subject : but the girls noticed that Rosalind 
wae very qaict the remainder of the day. 

Té was not until she gained the privacy of her 
own Chamber at home that she ventared to draw 
out the sealed envelope, and her beautiful face 

was very weary and white, her eyes heavy with 
pain, Evidently she was not expecting good 
news, 

The worde wore few and commonplace, such as 


‘meet, Do not be surprised any nigh’ after 
7 see ne waiting for you outside the’ 
Rowe wore You swe I wat always @ 
‘corretpomtident, and I have a véty ee 
ticolar eogageriént at 11 20. It fa now 11 15, 
with love and all good wishee, I remain, as always 
—Yours, Gc.” 


"Ob, Heaven }”vebe said, in a bitter under- 
tone, “how long must I endure this lite! How 
doog must I act « Hving lle} And, oh! that I 
hshowid look forward to bis return with fear 
instcad of love?! ‘Twenty yearé old to-day, and 
all my lite et, ruined for the sake of o girl’s 
dreams,” 

She leaned 4 ee upon her arms, whilst 
the slow tears welled foto her eyes and stung 
her lida, and all her heart was filled with bitter 


2. 
The door opeued, and another girl entered— 
Rosalind’s alster, and ber senfor by two years. 
‘Dear me-Jaren't you - in bed yet? I don't: 
wonder you fiad it so hard to rise fu the morn- 
ing when you sit brooding over novels until mid- 
eke. If you read leea and helped mother and 
me more fo the house, ib would be more profitable 
to you.” , th aw 5 ey 
Ronalind turned on her heh athe 
* At least, Amy, I edith my” wd wodins 
is not expectedto do more’) and “as ‘fdr work, it 
{s‘very little evsistance you give mother.” 
Amy sniffed?’ an unpleasant habit she hed 
when offended ; and deigning no repiy to Rosa- 
lind’s speech eald, contemptuously, — 
: “You have never been Ike yourself since 
Cecil Strode went away; and prond as you are, 
I should have thought you would have been the 
last to be a gentleman's toy, D3 you suppose he 
wonld ever marry you—the danghter of » eral 
tradesman?” 
*T suppose nothing,” coldty s “bat 1 am Very 


tired, end with your permission will go to sleep,” 
and Sangli As Amy's monctoncrs® grumblings she 
remain 

Mise* ‘Barney smoothed ont her golden ‘hair, 
gnd plaited ft {n inpumeyabvie plaits to insure ‘a 
erisp wave, and 


then Isy down beside her ‘sister 





*z! no at 7 an before turning out the 


“Asleep!” she sald, sotto yore, ** Well, wha) 
men see to admire fo ber I can’t think,” aud éhs 
sank down amongst ber pillows, oblivious ot 
Rovalind’s ‘scornful smile, or the bitter pais 
in the wonderful brown eyes. 

When she woke in the ic | she wondered 
ab her elater’s excessive pallor, bat did nob dresp 
she bad spent the whole long aight tn a valy 
vigil; did nob dream that beneath her jj 
extertor heart. - 


she hid a breaking 
Toe days wore by, and Rosalind bore herself 
calmly ; was no timidity fm her manner, no 


tremor fn the sweet notes of her voice, no ge 
ture by which one could tell she suffered ay 
agouy of suspense, 

One morning, a4 she went wearily upatalrs 
the showroom, Nell ran down to meet her, 

" Oh, I've got such news for you! Mr. Sirode 
fs back 1 Why, you don't t look surprised 


Dia of his retarn ?"* 
“Yeas I heard some days ago he was expected 
att thab letter was from him? I told 


Fran Ewas gute of 1t, and she laughed at me, 
In fact, she was so polite as to call me a fool for 
sup a gentleman | would remember. one of 
us fortwo whole years.” 

Shi*was regarding Rosalind very keenly, but 
she siW no change in the pale, proud face, which 
had gtown eo much paler and prouder of late, no 
deepetiing of the chadows ia the sweet, brows 


6y Se. 

“ Fran bas as much right to her opinion as you 
have to yours, Nel,” with « faint smile ; but 
Nell was not easily repulsed. 

“T wish you would tell me ff you are still en- 
gaged fo Mr, Strode? I would keep the secret,” 

“€ We are not engaged, ‘sd iclly 5 3 and she walked 
on to the workroom. : 

Bat Neli’s carioslty-wad insatisb!a, 

‘How loug has fo* been broken off between 


you ; and did-you jilt him ?” 


“ Phoes are Cea Ido not feel fuclined to 
answer, and os hee no righ t© ask.” 

" Hoity- t weare in our haughtiest mood 
today! My have marrfed the 


» You! 

Czar of all the Raseias {"" 
“Don’t be coe prod ee, rm a 
‘and pray let. me alone aches dread- 
fully thi¢ morning. I ‘bel ve there are fifty 
sledge-hammers beating upon it!” 
“You sre always having headaches now. 
begin to believe they are excuses for ill-temper,” 
sald Nell, who, never having suffered a day’s [li- 
ness, wae far from syutpathotla “I do know 
you have been horritly morose lately, and oue 
can't ask a almple me i without having one’s 
head bitten off. 
Rosalind sighed, wearily, as she seated herself, 
and began to work assiduously ; the little appren- 
tice stole to her alde, 
“ What can I do for you, Miss Barney ? What 
shall I get you?” 
‘* Nothing; thank you, Httle one,” witha bright 
staile of gratitude. “Nell is right; I am 
awfally cross,” 
That aight, when the girl left the shop, a tail, 
manly fone stood on the pprotite side of the 

toad crossed raplily, aud ovértaking her, 
tald, softly, — 


" Rosalind |” 


ed Rosallad, 


I 


ee 


OBAPTER It. 


£HE turned awiftly, ber facs as white as death, 
ber brown eyes wide with pain and doubt, 
“So you “have cone a a MO wid, in a 
low, uncertatay volta) “$< Wiren wae ft 1” 

lite 1 tould not 


« Yoeterday: * But tpon 
contrive to-see you before, 

“Nor yet apprise me of a and 
ehe ecanned his “handeonie face halfanxious, 
half-perplexedly.’ Ih “was ‘as thohgh she wore 
ee areen tn of bin; and” striving 

sly. * %’ 
* Now, dod" be cross or unreasonable, Rosle |” 
he urged, poreuepicels. * Give aifelléw a nice 
Welcome, * 





with a mind 


at” peace cpich ‘Iteelf, ’ She gave a 


Why, ifs two -yedta diate you aw 
rs, shad you od'G weciet gl4 to tateet nl oow ! 
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« Perhaps {t {s because you have delayed com- 
ing 80 an A month ago your promine to Sir 
Frbert Strode expired ; and yet you 
could stay fn Parfs and other gay places, for- 
getful of what manner of life I led, curing less 
than nothing about me !” 

“What an unreasonable little sou! fb le!” 

ood-temperedly, 
ait ereseochihe 1” with intense bitterness 
that was almost tragic. “What woman in my 
position could possess her soul {n patience? Ob, 
Secil! Cecil! If you only knew how mach I 
‘hove suffered |" 

The handsome, debonalr face clouded. He 
hated giving palo to any creature, and found it 
always so much pleavapter and eaier to say 
“yes” than no.” Now, he took ons of the 
giti’s alia hands, and drew ib to his arm. 

“We can’t talk here, ewsetheari, I shall take 
gou for a walk, and then you ehel! tell me all 
your trowbles, Oheer up, Rosalind. You'll 
have some good times yet |” 

She answered nothing, but her face seemed to 
grow even more weary and scornful, and the 
scorn, Bias! was, not all for herself; some of ft 
was for this mian—this handsome, weak man, 
‘into whose hande she had confided her happiness 
two years ago, when she was but elghteen, and 
he only twenty-one. 

Cecil Strode led her towards 2 quiet walk out- 
side Danlop, where the sluggish river looked 
black under the frowning sky, and the wide, flat 
fiolds around bad an eerie appearance, 

She drew her hand from his arm, and, leanfog 
pon the stonework of the bridge, stood gazing 
dato the black depths of wafer beneath her, 

"losalind, you have not kissed me yet! I 
must say your welcome is not warm!” 

She lifted her face a little, and ho prersed a 
light kiss upon ‘the sorrowfa! mouth ; then she 
returned to her old attitude,~and he stoo? im- 
-patlently kicking the Hy pebbles at his feet. 

"IT whh you would my something!” he 
began, fa an offended way; and she tnter- 
vaupred,—- ’ 

“What shall Tesy? That I am glad to see 
you! That I éppreciate your goodness: {p coming 
to me# i oa have rng & paramount claim 
upon you ” dlinging up her hands, “f 
wish Y eoala’t With ali my heart I wish I could! 
Batalways in my mind there lingers this thought, 
tha> while I°tofled and watched, and prayed 
longingly for your coming, you went your way 
gladly, *trodent your measure’ with a jocund 
step-—that each day was filled with pleasure 
(you yourself havo told meso) that men were 
ananimoue in heflfng you asa boon companion, 
= women were kind to you, knowing nothing 
of me.” 

‘‘Rotle { Rosie} Of what ase leit to go dls. 
trees yourself and me?" he sald persuasively, 

*' Of what use is anything in this world | Love 
and faith, and devotion? Oh1I did love you 
once! Heavea't that I must speak of my love as 
dead! Qectl, you killed [0 by neglect, by idle 
“irtations with other women. Now I heve no- 
thing te offer you but duty,” 

Es looked unfelgnedly surprised. , 

“ Kosle, yon are hysterical, and cannot mean 
what you say. You aren’tilckle, whatever I may 
‘be: and It I did eeem to forget you, now I can 
lo@k on your sweet face once more, Llove you az 
> map 8 ke 

‘You t you do, perhaps!” with t 
mourafulnuess; and I wish Efolt .9 sure op oe 
feclings would become what once they ‘were | 
Cael], did you ever read ' The Pcince’s Progress |’ 
Yeo! Well, you remember how he loltered on 
his way to the princess until abe died of her love 
— nging, and then ree men em the palace 
one of her maidens med is reproach 
for his tardiness, cage 
! You loitered on the rosd too long) you trifled at the 


vy, Bate, 
Her Nant was starving all the while, you made it 


Aad jast go have you starved m until 
now, if {6 lives at. ail, it fs 20 Pa Hg ony 
wee blow, {tee 1.’ fate 

‘‘ You're determined to be disagreeable to-night,’ 
tte woman,” with a.careless fondness far men 
to bear, and far more hopeless than anger, 


If only once he would flame Into passion, be 
stirred ont of his debonair manner, ste would be 
more incliued to believe in his love ; to think that 
her own might rise Phoonix-like from the ashes 
of the past ; that the scorn she had slowly been 
per, to feel for him would give wey to gentler 
ee 

Now she tarned almost fiercely upon him. 

**Do you wonder that you find me changed} 
Do you wonder I have grown bitter, even against 

ou? Oh, Cecil | Cecil! what a mistake we made 
the past! What would I not give for the 
power to undo it!” 

His handsome face flashed, and for » moment 
he felt some degree of resentment, bub his usual 
good temper conquered, and he said lightly, 

" What is done cannot be undone ; and s0, my 
dear, you must make the beat of a bad bargain. 
Come, kiss and be friends!” 

With a low ory, fall of pain and despalr, she 
laid ber pratty head epon arms, 

“Ohl why cannot you nnderstandme? Why 
cannot you eatisty my heart?” 

**T gueas { Is becamee there Isn’b much depth 
{n my character,” a trifia regretfully, “and [ 
couldn't care enough about anything to be tragic. 
I'm a worthless ecamp, and you dererved a better 
fellow ; but at any rate, Rosalind, you canvot 
complain that I ever spoke harshly to you, or 
used you brutally. And ft is so long alnce we 
met that perhaps I've forgotten some of your 
ways, bat now that I’m home again we will rec- 
tify all the mischief. There, dry your pretty 
eyes, eweetheart, and let us have » comfortable 
half-hour together.” 

The poor girl obeyed him so far as to wipe 
away her tears, and lifting her quivering face a 
lbtle, eald, uncertainly,— 

“ Cecil, are you prepared to tell the truth now ? 
Surely I have been patient?” 

“You have been an angel; but what you ask Is 
impoestble still. Wait a litle longer, and I will 
atone forall to you. What ahsppy and model 
couple we will be)" 

** Aud fn the meanwhile our mestings will be- 
come known, and my name wil! suffer,” 

“Why will you persist In looking on the. dark 
side? I will take good care of you.” 

She laughed mirthlesely, 

“I wish I could thick so. You mean well, but 
oh ! if you knew how terribly you disappoint me, 
how craelly you wound me!” 

“TY would rather not, my dear; I might fee! 
uncomfortable,” he passed bis arm about her 
slender walat and drew her close, " You are 
prettier thac ever, Rosie, and I’m awfully proud 
of you, I think 20 man ever had a sweeter wife 
than mine!” 

She suffered bie caresses with a certain weary 
disdain of herself and him that had something 
tragic ip ib, and she did not atterapt to return 
them 


"Lat me brieiy explain matters to you,” he 
eaid, In that jow, rich volce that had once been 
Sweetest mualc to ber. “Jasi now I have 
offended the governor horribly by ‘ ont-running 
the constable,’ ss usua), and it won!d only make 
bad worse were I to tell him now of our marriage. 
He snd my mother have determined J shall 
wmatry Betty Kane and her fortune, 0! course 
it’s awfolly kind of them to arrange matters for 
ms, andl oretend to acculesce in their plans,” 

heartily. ‘They are so happy in their 
ignorance that 1 would not for the world en- 
lighten it.’’ 

Roealind drew away from bim. 

**You mean that you will so far deceive them 
0 to let them suppose you ate. going to marry 
Miss Kane, and you will probably play at love 


| with her?” 


" What ts a poor beggar todo? And you need 
not be febloas Rosle As you eaid, it will be 
play, and In England a man Is not allowed 
to. have two wives,” 

Even fn the dall, grey light. be saw the flash of 
anger and ecorr In her superb eyes ; but for s 
moment she did not speak, Then slowly she 
Utted her hands to the dark and pitiless heavens, 
“ This is the man Icall husband! . Oh, that I 
could die set him free! Ob, Henven! if 1 
could but'diel” #4 








He was angry a} last. 





“ Rosalind, why will you vex me? Why ei! 
you believe ma the vilest wretch under the sun | 
‘What harm have I ever done }” 

She hardly seemed to heed him, she hardly 
seomed to hear ae she gazed down at the river. 

']_ wheb I were not so horribly afraid of death : 
I wish I dere ond {b al), here and now, Yoo 
would be free then—you could marry Betty 
Fane, and forget me.” 

The avguieh {0 her volce smote him to the 
heart. He hated to witness any grief, especially 
@ woman's, and now he clasped her close, and 
whispered such words of love as she had never 
hoped to hear again, 

Be was all anxiety and tenderness, bur the 
wretched girl knew that as soon as she had growr 
calm he would resume his old manuer, With 
violent effort she recovered herself, and aml od 
up at him. 

“ Forgive ms, Cocll; I have behaved very 
badly to-night, and am heartily ashamed of 
myself. Perhaps I am too eye 2 gare 
my peculiar position makes me petulant, And 
I have been forgetting that I promised to love, 
honour, and obey you!” with s piteous tremor 
in her voice, ‘' You will have to teach me my 
duty.” 

“ Your duty fs to be cheerful,” he answered, 
smulling down at the sweet uplifted face, “ We 
must have no more frowns or tragic aire, You 
are to be my own little Rosle, whose brightners 
first made me captive; and, oh! bow reales I 
am! I bad quite forgotten the present I brought 

ov from Parie,"’ and taking ont a little packet, 
o cut the string, and drew out sn elegantly 
chared gold »racelet, 

"Tt ls only @ trifle, bub you will accopt it ass 
sign of my love and my remembrance,” he sald, 
as he clasped ft about her wrist, and she did n02 
guess that of all the gifts he had given her since 
they had parted this was the poorest. 

He was not vicious, only weak; unatable as 
water, snd yet he was so goodly to look upon, he 
bad such a debonair manner, auch s woolng voice 
aud eloguent eyes, that women ylelded to bis 
fascloations, and turued from worthler men for 
the sake of this idler—thie man who was false fa 
epite of himself—who could not rise to the 
heights to which Rosalind aspired, who was as fa: 
benesth her intellectually as lie was her eupericr 
{no poaltion, 

And to auch a man Ro«alind Burney hed given 
her young, freeh life, her passtonate hears. 

They met first at the Danlop, Masical Society, 
where she wae rauch valued on account of her 
exquisite scprano and thorough knowledge of 
muale. 

Cecil Strode was nota member cf ihe society, 
bub attended rehearsals pretty frequently, being 
® friend of the condactor’s, and aeking for an in- 
troduction, obtained one, 

Rosalind had been chary at first of knowing a 
man so mech her eoclal superlor; and his 
parente, Sic Egbert and Lady Strode, wers spoken 
of in the town as the hanghtfest of {te magnates, 
although thelr grandeur and title were qullie of 
mushroom growth, 

Cecil had besn vary much In love then with 
the beantifal plebefan, or fancled he was, and 
paraded his passion before his people nni!! Slr 
Egbert determined to sead Lim away for two 
years, hoping he would overcome or forgatit. 

Bat he hardly caloulated the results of thie 
arbitrary measure, Cecil was far more impulsive 
then than on his return ; and, being afraid that 
in his absercs his rival would eacceed In wreating 
his treasure from him, persuaded Rosalind to con- 
sent to & secret ma. 

So, on the morning of his departure from Dan- 
lop she preceded him to Beckley, a neighbouring 
town, where they were united, the bride returning 
at ouce to her duties, the bridegroom going on 
his travels, 

For a little while Cecil had written ardently 
and frequently, but soon the violence of hie 
passion began to cool, and when he wrote he sent 
merely acconnta of his pleasures, his. new friend, 
and the besutifol women he meb, who were so 
kladly to bim. . 

For months the young wife’s bearh seemed 
like to break; for months she went abont, the 
very ghost of herself, 
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Taen pride came to her aid, and scorn of him 
absonce had loved, She atrove against her growing 
contempt, bat it would not be crushed, and she 
kaew in her rashness she had spoiled ber whole 
life, was mated to a man who could neither un- 
derstand nor admire constancy. 

As they walked back to the town ee 
she was very silent, thinking of all these things, 
and ecarcely hearing the words he sald. 


She was unfel, glad when hon | reached 
the street where she lived. She paused, and put 
out her hand. 


* Good-night, Cecil. You "will write me when 
you wish to see me.” 

“ As if that is not always !'’ and as he spoke a 
man passed by, and, seeing Rosalind, and who 
was her companion, drew a sharp breath, and 
harried on, 

“* Was not that Mark Cranston {"’ asked Cecil, 
and the girl nodded an affirmative. ‘' Poor 
devil! Howhe must envy me! Gocd-night, 
dear. Dream of me!” 

With a very bitter smile she turned towards 
her home, her heart like lead within her, 





OHAPTER III, 


*' May I walk with you to the shop, R salind !” 
said Mark Cranston, the following morning, as he 
overtook the girl on her way to business, 

**Yos,” she answered, not lifting her eyes to 
the kindly face aud passionate eyes of the man 
beside ber, ‘ Why not!” 

Her manner was nervous and constrained, and 
she looked very wan and white, 

“ T am afraid,” be said, gently, “that you are 
far from well, You iook more fit for bed than 
bueiness, and I am afraid, too, Iam running the 
risk of offending you; but however that may be 
I cannot calmly see you drifdng to certain an- 
happiness.” 

Her breath eamea little quicker, her pretty 
eyes looked distressed. 

“] must do something to save you from your- 
aelf,” her companion went on, In a still lower 
tone, ‘Oh, Rosalind, why will you. perefet In 
your {nfatuation? I hoped his absence would 
veach you forgetfulnese of him. My dear, it is 
aa uvpleasant task I have set myself. A man 
who epeaks against his successful rival fs open to 
the charge of Jibel. Bat, Rosalind, Cecil Strode, 
despite his genial ways, and perbaps becauee of 
them, is unstable as water, and will excel in 
nothing. He cannot satlefy your higher ysarn- 
ings. His love fs a poor, evanescent emotion, 
and easily transferable.” 

“TI know, I know!” she said, distressfally. 
‘' There fs vothing you can tell me of his weak- 
nesses of which Iam ignorant! Bat I may nod 
listen te you!” 

‘You mean you love him in spite of all?” he 
asked, In a strange, hard voice, 

But ehe would not or could not answer, and he 
continued,-~ 

‘He hae abilities, but he will not use them, 
and if Sir Egbert chose to disinherit him he 
would be utterly stranded. Pardon my plain 
speaking, bat do you suppose the Strodes would 
ever consent to receive you t” 

“No. I wish I could tell you all, Mark, but 
IT zwust not, Believe me, if I could I would 
change all things, but I am helplesee—tied hand 
acd foot—and whatever comes to him, whatever 
ip may covet me, T- must cling to him, Please 
say no more.” 

Of course I must obey you; thers fe nothing 
else left me to do; but I shall do my utmost to 
protect you,” and having reached the shop they 
shook hands and parted, 

Fran, who had been watching them from 
the showroom window, turned and looked 
er. at Rosalind’s white, sgliated 

6ce, 

‘ Well,’ she sald, sharply, ‘there is no 
mistake about its belog better to be born lucky 
than rich! What chances you get; firet Mr. 
Sorode is wild about you, and now Mark 
Cranston. He's got the largest photographic 
business in the town, and people say hos saving 
money fast,”’ 





Rosalind made no reply; perhaps she dared 
not trust herself to - Mark's words, 
Mark’s tones, were still ringing io her ears, and 
a wild fear, which daily grew and strengthened, 
filled her heart. Two years ago he had begged 
for her love, the love she chonghi she had given 
Cecil, and she bad rejected him kindly but 
firmly, Now, when her judgment was more 
matured, and she had been compelled to com- 
pare the two men, she saw her fatal error, 
and fought against the knowledge — fougut 
agatust the feeling for Mark, which she dared not 
call love. 

She did not see Cecil for the next few daye, 
nor did any mesesge reach her from him; but 
she heard he was frequently seen with Miss 
Kane, and s weary scorn took possession of her, 
Bat she told no one of ber wronge, did not fn 
any way assert her position. At the close of a 
week, whilst she was walting upon a customer 
fn the showroom, she overheard Nell and Fran 
talking, and Cocil’s name arrested her attention, 

‘'T was goipg home last night, and I met Mr. 
Strode,” said Nell. “‘ He asked me if Roealind 
hed left, and I said ages ago, so he turned with 
me, and after a Ilttle conversstion Ingufred 
where I lived, and if he might take me home, 
You may be sure I gave consent, J felt quite 
proud of such a distinguished escort, and we 
went the farthest way round. And oh! Fran,” 
beginning to laugb, ‘* he would insist on kissing 
me when he said good-night.” 

Rogalind was white as enow, and her eyes 
seemed iterally to blaze with anger and indigna- 
tion at this last affront offered her, but Fran was 
speaking, and she gave her whole attention to 
her words. 

"You won't tell Rosalind ? she would be mad ; 
and I say, Nel], don’t burn your filngerr. Cecil 
Strode fe as big a filrtas you. Did heask you to 
meet him ie 

“Wo,” laughingly. “You don’t suppose he 
would go so far at one step.” 

"I wish you would pay a little more attention 
to me,” Rosalind’s customer, sharply, and 
with a guilty start the poor girl came back to a 
sense of her position. 

"I beg your pardon,” in alow volce. I—Iam 
not very well this morning.” 

The woman was uot bad-hearted, and some- 
thing {no the girl’s stricken tone moved her to 
compassion. 

“T am sorry I spoke so sharply. If I had 
been looking at you I should not have done so. 
Go and sit down, and send someone else to serve 


me. 

Bat Rosalind shock her head. She could not 
ask a favour of her companions now and when 
the wornan was gone she was compelled to take 
her seat and listen In silence to the idle chatter 
and ceaseless giggling of Nell and Fran. It was 
not until afternoon that she had a chance of 
private speech with the former, 

** How quiet you have been al! day, Rosalind 1” 
sald the girl, holdivg her needle to the light, the 
better to thread {t, for the short February day 
was fast closing fn, 

" Yes, I bave had plenty of food for thought,” 
Rosalind answered, locking fall into the other’s 
bem **I could not avoid hearlpg your words 

is morning—I mean when yon were speaking 
of Mr. Strode—and I cannot but feel yor acted 
very unkindly towards me.” 

Nell looked insolent, and the colour damed 
high in her face, 

“You were not asked for your op'nion,” she 
sneered ; “and because Cecil Strode once fancied 
he cared for you ia he never to speak to another 
girl} And you told me yourself that you are 
not engaged now.” 

“T know that I did; but how should I «up- 
pose you or he would take advantage of my 
statement? Obi Nell!” leaning forward and 
speaking impressively ; “ if you have any womanly 
feeling, any self-respect, you will nefther en- 
coursge nor permit Mr. Strode’s atten tions.” 

“Thank you. I know how to take care of 
myeeli, and how to amuse myself ,too, Yor are 
wasting words and breath, and had best spare 
both for a more important occasion.” 

Rosalind looked at her with growing contempt, 
seeing which Nel! ssid, mockingly,— 





pattie) 


“ Hearts are sometimes caught in the rebound, 
and where you falled I may succeed. It would 
be a grand thing to reign at Strode Hal.” 

You will never do that,” aela, etung 
beyond all powers of endurance, and before Nei 
could reply ehe left the room. Her heart wu 
very hard against this man, who s0 poorly re. 
deemed his marrfage vows; and had they me 
then she would have spoken some unpleasant 
truths, snd probably regretted ther in her 
calmer moments, As {t was she wrote Cecil, 
reprosching him for his folly with regard to Nell 
Hardwick, remonstrating with him, too, in a 
wiee and womanly way. Hie answer came 
speedily : 

“Dear ROSALIND,— 

You are right, as you always are, and | 
am very properly ashamed of myself, I promize 
to be a better boy in future, and ask you not w 
scold me too awinily when we meet, which must 
be to-morrow at the latest. You must meei me 
on the Beckley-road not later than two-thirty, 
I shall bring the ——— round, and we wil! 
have a good epin. It fs no use shaking your 
head and esylng ‘Imposelble.’ If you are not there 
to time I shall drive to old Bennett's and ‘sich 
you wyself. How would that do, old lady! | 
guess your revered employer would op3n his eyes 


ht ’ 
— ** With love, im 


BCIL,” 


Sach a fragment upon which to feed her 
hungry heart ; but she was coupelled to feign 
content if she did not feel It, 

At the appointed time she met her husband ; 
be was looking y handsome and debonair, 

“ How jolly of you to be so punctual, !\oss- 
lind!” he said, gally. “Give me your hand 
and let me help you up. Now, don’t look so 
serious. I know you are going to say thie le 
impradent, and I don’t intend listening to » 
lecture, my little wise woman, ‘Sufficient to 
the day,’ etcetera. Let us epjoy ourselves while 
we have the chance |” 

He wasso happy, 20 handsome, she could not 
regard him unkindly, and a faint smile brok» the 
line of her lips. 

“That fs better, Rosfe,"”” drawing her wraps 
clozer about her with caressing hands, “ Now we 
are off. Will you drive, or shall 1?” 

€ Oh, you }” she answered, more brightly than 
she usually spoke now. ‘‘1 should only upest 
you and damage Zulefka’s kuees, for which you 
would scarcely thank me.” 

So Cecil turned the mare's bead towards 


Beckely. 

“ Are we going to pass Kane Hall? How rash 
you are, Cecil! Pray turn into a bye-road.” 

“Not fora handred Kanes, my dear ; asd 
we'll fiash by Iike lightning. Trust me you ebsl) 
not be recognised unless you wish it, I know 
dear old-fashfoned inn at Beckley where we «10 
tea comfortably, then we'll return home at onc: 
as the nights are too cold for you yet.” 

Shs did not remonetrate further, perhaps be- 
cause she knew it was useless ; and Ceci] was 4 
tender, so loverlike, that she felt ashamed of :er 
recent anger eud scorn, and tried by every mesze 
in her power to atone for them. : 

' This has been a jolly afternoon,” he said ss 
he parted with her at the corner of Beckley road ; 
we will have another jast like {t soon, (i0d- 
nighd, Rosle; you have been @ little angel to- 
da ” 


y. 

She smiled sadly, then sald,— 

 Cecll, be to me always as you have been to- 
day. Sometimes I am afraid of myself, You 
make me eo hard, so scornful.” 

He kiseed the tremulous lps, 

“ Don’t worry, little woman, all will be right 
soon, and fn the meantime let us enjoy ourselves. 
Good-bye, wife, Good-bye.” 

The next morning she reached the shop at vine 
precisely, and Nell, who had forgotten thelr pre- 
vious ent, danced to meet her. 

“ You wicked stoner!” ehe cried, in ber shrill 
voice; “so you went driving with Cecil Strode 
yesterday, snd then have the impudence to #87 
there fe nothing between you!” 
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“Who was your informant?’ with s vagne 
fear of {1 at ber heart, 

“Oh! bless your heart; no one told me, I 
overheard ft. About four yesterday Lady Strode 
and Miss Kane drove up and asked for tha gov- 
srncr. He brovght them into the showroom, 
and they told him you bad brea reen up the 
Beckley-road with Cecil in a dogcart. They were 
both awfully wild, aod ssid some very nasty 
things about you.” 

' Yes, yes. What did Mr, Bennett say?’ 
Rosalind aeked, with white stiff lips. 

“T don’t know very well, for when Lady 
Strode had ended he remarked, ‘I would be 
obliged if your ladyship would come into my 
dining-room. I do novwith thia conversation to 
become common talk.’ S>, to be valgar, they 
* made tracks,’” 

Rosalind sat down and began with trembling 
fiogers to apply herself to work, but presently 
che threw bv aside. 

“ITcan’t do it,” she said in # piteous veics, 
"T tbink I am unnerved.” 

A lad ran up from the shop at this moment, 

“The governor wants you in the dintug-room. 
Miss Barney,’ he sald, and disappeared again. 

"You’rein for a wiggiog,” cried Fran, with 
fil concealed delight ; but Nell, who despite her 
weaknes:e3 was not urgeneroug, said,— 

“Give him as gocd as he tends, Rosalind. 
Tell him ont of the shop ke has no right of con- 
trol over you.” 

Rosalind could not answer, but went with fas}- 
beating heart wo »he dreaded Interview. 

Mr, Benrest bade her a curt good-morning as 
she entered, and bade her be eeated, but she 
remained standing by the tab‘e, her trembling 
hands upon it, av if to ateady herself. 

“Miss Barney, ft ls not my way to condemn 
anyone unheard, consequently, I ask you fa it or 
ie {t nob true that you were seen yesterday driv- 
—— Mr. Cecil Strode?” 

was a scarce] reepiible pause, then 

a oe y percep pause, 

“Tole trae,’ 

The employer's face darkered, 

‘Tam very sorry, as you have always been an 
esteemed member of my firm. I was unwilling 
to belleve Lady Strode’s statement, and now, 
however un to keep my word to her, I 
must do so; besides which, I owe it to myself 
and my family to study my own interest. Lady 
Strode assures me that, un you are instantly 
dismlased, she shall forbid her servants to deal 
here longer.” He could not look at her now, her 
young, sweet face was so terrible {n ite psia. 
"Bat because I respect your parents, and have 
s.ways found you honest and capable, I will give 
you the best of testimonials, provided you will 
take a situation away.. I am truly sorry this 
should have happened, and perhaps, now that you 
see the result of your folly, you will permit me 
to say that filrtations between girla of your posl- 
tlon and gentlemen are most dangerous and com- 
promising. Let this be a lesson to you.” 

She said nothing, she was beyond the power of 
speech, and he misconstrued her silence as sul- 
lennese, She gathered up the little heap of 
taoney he pushed towards her, and, bowing, left 
the room. 

Wearlly she tolled back to the workroom, and 
there her composure forsook her, and biding her 
face in her hands she sobbed sc wildly that Nell 
and lttle Oole were frightened. 

_Tn broken words she told them her tale, and 
‘hey were furious at such injastice, but Fran was 
secretly glad, having always been jealous of Rosa- 
ifn 


_ Ina llttle while the girl recovered somewhat of 
her ordinary manner, and, dressing, prepared to 
retarn home, there to endure scofle and anger as 
best ahe could, 

Nell and Ietle Cole kissed her, Fran offered the 
Ups of her fiogers, as did the asalstante below. 

They are wise in their generation,” Rosalind 
‘hought, bitterly. ‘* Is is the instinct of rats to 
leave the sinking ship.” 

Thea she went home, where the storm of abuse 
aod reproach was worse even than she had 
imagined It could be. 

re, wept querulcualy, and declared 
ber heard was broken, that she should never lift 





her head sgain, that Rosalind had disgraced them | 


all by her wicked folly, and the wieest thing she 
could do was to leave the town at once, Bub 
Amy was bitterest of all. 

“IT wonder what Mark wil] say!” che re- 
marked, with malicions unction. ‘‘He won't 
be quite so ready or anxious to make you Mrs, 
Cranston nor.” 

To tell the truth, Amy had a secret penchant 
for Mark which, perhaps, only served to increase 
her jealousy of Rosalind, 

Jaded snd heartsick, meeting no sympathy 


from any member of the family, Rosalind crept ; 


up to her room, there to indite a letter to the 
man who had caused all this woe. 

“Dear Cacit,—You must speak “now, for I'm 
disgraced {n the eyes of all who know me. Lady 
Strode has prevailed on Mr, Bennett to dismiss 
ine because of my firtation with you, and you 
know what sympathy 1 am likely to receive at 
bome, Ob! for Heaven's eake, save my reputa- 
tion ; only my urgent need compels me to pray 
this of you. SR 

The next morning his answer reached her. 


‘‘My Dartixa Rosir,—Upon my honour I 
daren’t speak yet. Will meet you to-night at 
the end of your street, ** Crom.” 





CHAPTER IV. 


Bur, although Cecil waited long, Rosalind did 
not appear. Disgusted with his cowardice and 
apparent callousness, she kept her room until 
dusk, when she dressed hestily and weat out, 
She had but one idea, and that was to leave 
Danlop behind her—but how! She had s0 little 
money, scarcely a sovereign, and of what uss 
would that be } 

In her despair and her shame, she thought of 
Mark and his unfailing goodness, and, after # long, 
fierce struggle with her pride, went cut with the 
intention of seeking him. 

She knew that by this time he would have left 
business, so she directed her steps towards the 
pretty cottage he rented ontelde the towa, and 
which bis mother presided over, She regarded 
Rosalind with email favour when the little mald 
announced her, for she resented the girl's rejec- 
thon of Mark, 

“Tt ja late for you to be cut alone, Mins 
Barney, and so far from home, too!” she said, 
acidls. 

“ Yes; but i was compelled ‘to come, Mrs. 
Cranston ; and, oh } if you please, fe Mark ip 3 
My business is with him. I must see him 
alone, 

Mre. Cranston’s face grew harder. 

“ He is in the next room ; you can go to him. 
Bat I mast say, Miss Burney, your condact fs 
ecarcely ladylike or maidenly. In my young 
days girls did not hunt men down.” 

Poor Rosalind | She was getting used now to 
ecoffs and aneerr, but the blood mounted to her 
pale cheeks, and the dumb agony In her eyes 
grew greater,as she turned and went towards 
Mark's room. 

He = up, with welcoming hands and 


eager . 

“ Rosalind, what good wind has blown you 
here? Sit down, eit down, and let me call 
mother in.” 

* No, my business is with you,” she began, in 
a faint, uncertain voice, “I am in trom ie, and 
have come to ask you for help. Ob, Mark! If 
you can forgive me all my coldness, all my pride, 
all the pala I have unwivtlogly made you bear, 
and stretch ont a helping hand to e poor forlorn 
wretcb, I would thank you all my life long.” 

His sympathetic face was bent upon her, his 
gtleved eyes looked into herr. 

“TI am ycurs always,” he said, simply, “ and 
all that I have is at your service.” 

Her lips quivere?, and a tremor ran through 

frame, 

**T can’t thank you,” she said, brokenly. ‘‘I 
wish I could.” And then hurriedly she told the 
story of her shameful dismissal from Mr, 
Bennett's ; and Mark stood listening in sllence, 
neither by look nor gesture reproaching her, 
But when she had finished he sald, — 


* You do not love this man ; then why ehouid 
you suffer for his sake 1 Rosalind, what tle binds 
you to him?” 

© T cannot tel] you ; 1am bound by a promfes ; 
but Mark, Mark! say that ycu will help we!” 

" You know that 1 will; but in what way can 
I do s0 1” 

She blushed deeply, 

“YT am anxious to lesve the town. Away 
from here I may obtain some situation, and live 
free of reproach ; ont all my money told does 
not amount tu twenty shillinge. 1 thought--J 
hoped you would lend me some, I will work very 
hard to repay you.” 

** And is this the only assistance you will 
accept from me’? Rosalind, wonld {b not be 
wiser and happier for you to trust your life to 
meée—to give me the right to protect yoa |” 

“ Hash, oh, hush!” she erled, wildly, “1 must 
not listen to you. Remember I am bound te 
him ; and you, Mark~—-oh ! you must forget ons 
who was eo unworthy of your great love,” 

He smiled a little scornfully at the mere Idea 
of forgetfulness, but obeyed her request, 

“Tam anewered fully, my dear, Now leb me 
arrange some plan for your futur comfort,’ 
and he sat silent a few moments; then his face 
brightened. “*I have it, Rosalind. It will be 
exactly the thing for you, You shall go to my 
aunt, Miss Kijzabeth Cranston, the dearest old 
lady in existence, She lives at Croydon, and you 
can stay with her until you obtain a eftuation. 
She will be glad to have you, and In the mean- 
time I must be your banker,” 

He went to his desk, and wrote her a cheque 
for thirty pounds, 

“Oh!” she cried, "I cannot accept so large a 
loan. Mark, you are too good to ms |” 

He laughed lightly. 

“You will need money to carry you on, for, 
even {f you succeed ab once In getticog employ- 
ment, a great many firms pay but once a quarter, 
I will write to my aunt to-night, and you car go 
to her the day after to-morrow.” 

Rosaliod burst into tears. 

** Forgive me,” she sobbed, ‘‘ kindnezs is go 
atrange to me now.” 

A spasm of pain contorted his face, bub be- 
fore she lifted her head it was gone. 

He took her slender hands in h‘s--hands so 
slender and delicate that Mies Kane herself 
might have envied them--and with a little 
touching gesture of reverence he lifted them to 
his lipe. 

‘All the man’s etrong heart ached for her, all 
hia love cried out to be heard, to be satfefied, and 
yet he spoke no word by which she might gueas 
these things, 

He was her friend, she had told him he cou!d 
never be more! Wall, then, as her friend iet 
him help her, neither ashing nor seeking any 
guerdon or reward for his service and his loyalty. 

“You will write me often, Rosalind!” he 
said, gravely, ‘‘and you will not worry about 
this loan. I wish to Heaven you would accept 
{t as a gift, a slight token of my regard for you. 
| How obstinate you can beon occasion} Now we 
| have settled this matter, let me take you Into my 
| mother.” 
| ‘*No, no, she does nob like me; indeed, J 
| would rather not see her again to-night, Mark,’’ 
| and she rose to go. 
| He wenb to the aldeboard, and poured, on half 
| a tumbler of port. 

“Deink {t,” he commanded; ‘you are cold 
and trembling;”’ ther, as she atill hesitated, 
“when you have obeyed moe I will take you 
home.” 

It seemed good to meet a stronger will than 
her own; she was so utterly weary of Cecil's 
weakueas and veciilation, and so she jielded to 
Mark. 

He watched her with sad, hind eyes ; then 
taking up his hat prepared to accompany her. 

‘It fe cold,” ashe said, ‘‘and I have troubled 
you & great desl already, Don’s come out ; Iam 
not afraid to go alone,” 

But Mark was resolute, and had hie way ; so 
they paced out Into the cold dark night to- 
gether. They walked {n ellence, which was only 
broken when they reached Roselind’s home, 
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“You will come in?” she said, gently, but 
Mark shook his head, 

“Not to-night, bub I shall call to-morrow to 
may good-bye and God-spsed you. And, my 
dear, when you are settled at Croydon, I may 
sometimes come up to ses you.” 

“No, no,” harriedly, “better nob, If you 
came you would only drive me from my refuge. 
I must not, I dare not, recelve you,” and wreach- 
fog her hand from hie she went indoors, 

The next day Nell Hardwick, calling upon the 
Barneyr, was electrified by the acws that Rosa- 
Mad had left home. 

© You will givo me her address?” she sald to 
Amy. "I should like her to know how we 
ail (or meafly all) are at the governor's .in- 
justics,” 


“Y'm very sorry I can’t oblige you,” Amy 
auawered, ‘Rosalind sald we were on n0 
account to let “even her most intimate friends 
know where she was, Aud, really, after her es- 
capade I am not surprised ahe should wish to be 
forgotten. I’m sure I hardly like to venture out 
lest I should be pofuted at as her alster. In o 
town like this everybody knows everybody.” 

Nell looked at comically. “I suppose you 
think folks might draw nasty comparisons between 
te retty 1" rod fethog tba hid dose ter duty 
very pretty |” a g she done du 
zhe tock her leave, ad 

“TI wonder what Cecil Strode will do now? Of 
course ehe will let him know her address,” thought 
the gir. ‘(I’m sure I should. I wouldn't leave 
one stone unturned if I thought there was a 
chance of being Mrs. Cecil Strode, but then 
Resalind has such queer fads,” 

It was the breakfast hour at Strode Hall, and 
Sir Egbert waa angrily commenting on Cecil's 
iack of punctuality, when that young man saun- 
tered lefsurely into the room, and sank into his 
sta with the air of one fatigued by ardous 

i 3 

* Late again !” growled the site, “I wonder 
wheu you will learn the value of time }” 

“ Never, unless I develop a mania for business 
details,” he sald, with a langh "and ’pon my soul 
I fancy that is as likely as that we shall eee the 
mlllennfum. I guess when ‘I shofila off,” my 
tombstone (if I am lucky enough to get one) will 
bear this inscription : ‘ Here lies the auworthy eon 
of a worthy father.’” 

Slr Egbert strove not to look mollified, but did 
nob succeed very well; so he turned to another 
subject, 

“ You will drive over to the Kanes to-day, and 
= your best to relastate yourself fn Batty’s 

your,” 

Oscll flashed, remembering the pathetic letter 
he had recelyed but two hours ago, His heard 
was heavicr than it had ever bean ia all his care- 
lesa ilfe, and the mention of Batty was hatefal to 
him ; but he enld, carelessly, “I'll do my best, 
bat l wish you and the mater were not so seb 
upon thie match. Hang ft all, I'm only twenty- 
three, and haven’’ sown half wild oats yet 
Let me bave my fliog, and then I'll settle down 
and make a model husband!” 

** And in the meantime Batty msy be carried 
cff by some more anxious wooer.” 

‘*Well! there are plenty of women. You've 
only to look at the census papers to find that 
out,” Cecil sald, with a slight laugh. 

‘' Plonty of women, bad not hefresaes!” Sir 
Egbert retorted, pushing back his chalr in a 
great hurry, and with visible anger, “ and I'll tell 
you plelaly, unlees you marry to please me you'll 
gst none of my hard-earned money, And, by the 
way, I shall expect you at the works by eleven ; 
the men arein a discontented state. See what 
you caado with them.” 

“ All cight, 1’l. come,” and glad to be " leb 
iowa #0 easily,” as he called it, hs tarned again 
to his breakfast, 

Lady Strode watched him e little while In 
ellencs ; then she said,—- 

“ T hope you will not allow your foolish fancy for 
that girl to come bebween you and Batty, Your 
father would never forgive such a mésalliance. 
And you could sot desire a more enltable wife 
than Miss Kane, She is well born, well bred, 
tolerably goodiooking, immensely rich and very 


psSeeninshan on Ganegiiied hax Gyvetes MA 


"That is just what makes me hang fire,” he 
sald, guiltily. ‘I hate a girl to be so lavish with 
her favours ; it isn't. good form, to say the least 
of ft, And now, mother, drop the subject, please, 
I am tolerably sick of it,” oak befng wiser than 
her husband in some respects she obsyed, 
At eleven Cecil harangued the colliers, soothing 
thelr unrufiled feelings by his good humour and 
frleudly manner, Perhaps bis greatest aisfortune 
was the namolecs fascination he could exercies at 
will over men aud women too. Doubtless, when 
free from his spel), the persuasive, happy voice, 
the glamour of his handsome facs and presence, 
the colllers would spesdily work themselvesagain 
tuto a fary of discontent ; but just now they were 
pacified, and Slr Egbert, who himself superin- 
tended the works, watched Cecil drive off in the 
direction of Kane Hall with a very proud and 
satisfied expression. 
The young mau lunched with the Kanes, and 
very quickly succeeded in soothing Miss Betty’s 
rufiled vanity ; me he was bardly conecious 
of the fall meaning of his words and looks; per- 
haps he did not pause to think; but it fs certain 
he left the young Isdy more than ever imbued 
with the idea that he was no} indifferent to her, 
It was growing dark when he took his leave, 
and Betty threw a thick shawl over her head and 
shoulders and walked with him to the gate, where 
Gho-wes lechieg. very. wo, hatieg Giese hh 
was very w 
especial care, and as she lifted her eyes to his he 
a by the revelation he saw 
ere. 
‘You will come to-morrow?” she 
“Yt is ao dull with o0 one but mamma and papa 
for company, and I kuow ao few uice girls.” 
“And you will miss me a little if I don’t put 
in an appearance?” lowerlag bis voice so that his 
servant should not hear. ‘‘I’m a cad dog, 
Betty, but I belisve you i{ké me a wee bib,” 

“You know that I do,” she answered, fn an 
almost agitated manner. ‘* Don't dleappoint me ; 
I shail watch for you, Come to lunch!” 

‘I will, thanks ; and, Betty, will you give me 
the flowers you are wearing ?”’ 

With a ilvtle glad smile she drew them from 
her breast, and gave them iato his hands; then 
she stood at the gate watching until she conld 
see him no longer. Her dreams would scarcely 
have been so happy that night If she could but 
have peeped into Cecil's room. 

A great self-scorn had sefzed him, and with a 
gesture of disgust he opened the windows and 
flang Betty’s flowers on to the path below; then 
he unlocked his deak and took oub RK salind’s 
portralt. As the sweet eyes met his, and the pen- 
sive face seemed to reproach him for al! his 
weakness, he groaned and sald to himself,— 

* Poor tittle girl! what a brute I have been to 
you! But to-morrow [ will confess ali. Come 
what may I will acknowledge you ae my wife 1” 

Bat with the new day new thoughts came, and 
he held his peace. 


——— 


CHAPTER V. 


RosalinD was cordially received by Mise Craus- 
ton, who was quite cogolsand of Mark's love for 
the girl, and wondered greatly ib was not re- 
clprocated. Aod In avery few days her visitor 
was desr to her.for her own take ; so much so 
that when Rosalind’s efforts to obtain a situation 
wore iruitiess she rejoiced, 

“shall keep you with me a little longer,” she 
said, peering at the pretty pale face through her 
spectacles, ‘'I wish, Indeed, you would make 
this your home. There are many little things 
you could do for me, 60 thab you would not feel 
dependent upon me. 

Rosaliad shook her bead. 

“It isyour kind heart that makes you epsak 
so,” ehe said, gently. “‘ Maryand you can do all 
there is to do in the house. No, no; I must 
have work or I shall go mad.” 

Ons day she dressed and went out to the clby, 
in reply to an advertisement which sppeared that 
morning tn the Telegraph, and when she retarned 





fond of you {” 


was stccessful. It was in va'n she urged her t 
atay In the quiet home “' where you are so loved 
and so safe. 

Rosalind was frm. 

"My dutles commence on Monday, and ars not 
heavy ; I a:a to live in the house, and my salary 
is to be twenty-four pounds a yoar., I shall feo 
quite rich and independent, but I shal! never 
forget you or your goodness; and I will epend 
eyery Sunday with you ff only you wil! have 
ma,”’ 


“You know I will,” the old iady spsweare?, 
tearfully, “Bub, oh! how I shalt mise you!” 

And, fodeed, the little house sésemed anuatur. 
ally stili when Rosalind was gone, and the day: 
unnaturally jong, ‘Miss Cranston wrote to Mark, 
esying that she missed her more each week, snd 
that as soon as one Sunday was over she looke3 
_ longed for the next to briog her favourite i» 


“And, oh, Mark!” she added, ‘if you can 
only teach her forgetfulnese of her worthless 
sweetheart you will win o treasgre |” 
She wae biasfully t of the reoi ifs 
exlating between Ross and Cecll, knew no- 
thing of the plain gold ring, and certificate of 
eee a pus away co csrefully, guarded a 
j . Meanwhile Rosalind, though fai from 
happy, ¥as more content now that she had work 
todo; and ber companions were pleasant, lady. 
like girls. 
She wondered often what manner of life Cecil 
was leading, and if be bad taken the advice she 
had given in her farewell pote ; and Im the long 
ws she would toss to and fro and wrestle 
her anguish, and with those thoughts of 
Mark, which would come crowding Into her 
brain, Ah, If only she cofld recall the past ! 

The od months flew by, and Mr, 
Kane had questionsd Cecll-as to bis intention: 
towards Betty, and bad received no very satls- 
factory reply. The girl herself wae growlog 
impatient, and all but proposed to him herself, 

He had been almost content to drift with the 
tide, although his heart and conscience allke 
reproached him at odd moments, and he would 
determine to goin search of the woman whose 
life was in his bands ; but then {t was pleasant 
to have his freedom, to be made much of by sl! 
the girls of his acquaintance; and so—~well, his 
Wing tale ted bo tay «tin 

y came, @ y on grass one mors: 
ing at Betty's feet, whiist she read to him from 
a volame of poems, I¢ was deliciously warm, 
and he waa too drowsy for conversation, and was 
heartily gratefal when Betty volunteered to 
amuse bim, 

Verse after verse she read, anti] her moxe- 
tonous voice had almost lulled him to sleep. 

“T don’t belleve you are listening!” che 
esld, with a pout aud an arch glance, which 
were both lost upon him. You cannot tell 
what I read last?’ 

“Pon my word you wrong me,” he anewered 
in a wounded tons ; “ft was a translation of one 
of Heine's sweetest poems. Pray go on, Betty ; 
this fs almply Elgsiam !" “ 

Gratified, and blushing, she turned another 
page, thiz time to read a almple poem—-" Raythere 

sath than false of faythe,” and agalost his wil 
Ceell heard the old, old story of man's treachery 
and woman's woe, 

As Betty's voloe went on, he stood beside the 
lovers ; he witnessed their parting, he saw the 
ring, with {ts quaint old motto, placed upon the 
girl's finger ; he heard the youth's protestations, 
and then came the sorrowful sequel, in whica 
the maiden speaks thus :— 


QO Summer day whose golden glory found 
No echo in my heart, no answering glow | 
0, night, in peaceful starry lustre crowned, 
Mosking the life that peace no more might know 


While I had made the years one long love-song, 
My Kalght had trod Life's measure merrily ; 
The ting that glittered on my hand zo long 
Was pat @ worthless pledg »—a burniahed He. 


And so tt passed; the sunshine of my youth 
Died slowly.out, and lef: me worm and chill, 
M bhamsn {riscadship, hamap truth, 
Yet mourning o'er my shattered idol stil 





Miss Cranston knew by her expresefon that she 


Cecil lifted himeelf on bis elbow. He looke? 
strangely white and agitated, and Boetiy hopes 
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the momentous words were about to be spoken. 
She was doomed to disappointments, 
lt s fellow served you in such a fashion, what 
woul: 1d you do, Batty} he asked huskily, 
“J should dle,” sho. answered, sentimentally, 
and sighed panderously, 
“Bat supposing you did nob die,” he urged, 
tiand after awhile he came to his senses, 
pot only asked you to pardon bim, bat to 
wake him back again into your love. Would 
af” 


* Yea,’ promptly, and she was quite ready’ to 


be embraced ; only Cecil showed ao inclination to 
embrace her, an nt he remained allent she 
oeg an to grow augr 


Bs rose slowly fH thovghtfally, 

“7 am afraid I mush leave you. I have just 
remembered an importani duty,” 

She was thoroughly angry now, 

“J suppose you had forgotten Miss Burney is 
walting arsply to her last effasion }”” she sneered, 
and then could have bitten her tongue out for 
nitering 80 foolish a speech. 

He looked ab her a little wenderingly, & little 
scornfally, and then said, slowly, 

“I don’t even know where » ‘6 s ie. I whh I 
did; bud the forgotten duty certainly has soma 
reference bo her,” and he lefo her without sesing 
her ontetretched hand, 

As soon & he was gone she gave vent to 
violent weeping, which. certainly wou!d nob have 
we aflenced bad she known that le was bend- 

og his steps towards the Burneye’ residence, 

sah was the dianer hour of the middie class 
when he reached the house, so that he was 
tolerably eure to fiad Mr, Barney at home, 

Amy herself opsned the door “4 — as they 
kept no servant, aad, eeelng bi beamed 
radiantly apon him, Tt was seoldedly wrong 
of Rosalind to meet this man, bub the same rule 
did not apply to Miss Barney, and she always 
madé the most of ber opporturities with the 
male sex, 

" Come in !" she sald, graciously. “ This Is, 
indeed, an unexpected pleasure, Mr. Strode!’ 
and, opening e door, ie ushered him Into » 
datuty, though emall, parlour, 

visit is to Mr, Barney,” he expleined, 
Can see him now 1” 

‘Oh, yes 3 be fs always at home from one to 
two, I will ‘send him to you,” and wibh another 
smile and ce she went ont, 

He her step ou the stairs, ther her voice 
x the room below, and some hasty response in a 
man’s deeper tones, Then he Wat nage a 
ponte. coi certainly regarded him with df 


) 
so i ae toe te ee eS short a 


time as possible,” coldly, “Business 
men are com, Rogge on ctuality.” 

“Jusb so. Well, I itl come to — \] 
at . cam, I am anxious to obtaia R ‘3 


“Tadeed!” sarcastically. I must compliment, 
you upon the fortitude with which you have 
adured the sameanzisty. It is now ten weeks 


donk my daughter left home, and, so far as I |.an 


know, this fs the first inquiry you have made 
coucerning her.” 

Thatda owing to circumstances which I can- 
uot explain to you now, not through auy. diere- 
epect or indifference towards her,” he, began, 
eneerly. 5 ; but Mr, Barney foterrapted him ruth- 


iessly,-—- 
« Sappoae bas I gratify your curiosity —what 
wil you do ?” 
" Why, go to her at once, There fs a misunder- 
standing ‘between ua which raust be cleared up.” 
Indeed | .Oae more. question, Are you 
bs ¥en by apy promite to R wealing 1” 


“ And you are prepared ogeely to L cokogiotan, fi 
this—te make your engagement pu 

“T cannot do that yet,” he wae} ere 
and the other's fsee darkened, 

" Sach being the case I muet refase to ‘oblige, | 
you. She is safe from your Iniizence now, and, 
oy my consent, she.shall never come er it. 
again. Ta. fd, now n= for you to know you 
bave driven her from lost her her situa- 


What more would you have? The girl is safe 
where she fs, and her story aoknowp.” 

" Bab, cir, I owe her some recompense |” 
"That is very true,” grimly ; “ but you should 
have thought of that before. And if, indeed, you 
are bound to Rosalind, why do you dance auch close 
attendance upon Miss Kane? You gentlemen 
have queer ways we middle-class folks don’t 
‘understand, And {fs ib, or is {6 not, true that you 
wil! shortly make her Mrs Strode?” 

“To fa not trwe!” angrily. . * Rosalind is the 
only woman who can wear my name,” 

** And you will acqaint Sir Egbert with your 

fon ! 

“That would be premature, Both Rosalind 
and [ must bide our time.” 

"Yon mean wait till the old man Is dead ; till 
my girl has grown faded and worn, and ther you 
will be weary of her, aud marry some other 
woman |” 

“I don’t know why you should be so ready to 
tolsjudge me,” Cecll began; but Mr. Barney 
broke In, Impat!ently,— 

*T have small falth In werde, sir, I like deeds, 
aad now I have given you all the time ab my 
disposal, and must really leave you!" and, with- 
out any farther speech, he went out, leaving 
Cecil considerably nonplussed, 

Amy ran up to let him out, and he caughi abt 
this chance eoger'y. 

“ Mies Harney, tell me where your sister is?” 

" I dare not,” she answered, trathfully enough; 
“father ia very strict upon such pointe, If I 
disobeyed him I should not be easily forgiven. 
But I will send her any you like,” 

“Thank you ; but L am afraid a message would 
nob do,” 

“Very well. I can enclose a letter.in my own, 
if you will trust me so far,” 

He heeitated a momen?, then sald,— 

* You are very kiud, I shall be gid if yon 
will do me 20: great. favour, But how ehall I 
send the letter to you }” 

She mused a moment, then said, — 

** To-morrow ‘there Js service at St,.Lake’s. I 


the church I could take the letter from you. The 
service closes at eight preclaely, beoanes of the 
Bible class which follows.” 

“Thanks, awfully | I shall be there. How 
good you are! . Aud how soon do you suppose I 
may expect an anewer |” 

‘By Monday, at the Iatest. Rosalind writes 
alwaye on Sunday, it sage he her the ’ doy.” 

“Then ehe is in some situation 1’ 
© Why, of course! We a, all born mil. 
lionatres, Mr, Strode. Good 

He med her outside St, “p the following 

night, and gave her a sealed envelope. 
“You will send. ib. to-night!” he. asked, 
anxfoualy, 

She frowned ; bub he was not looking at her, 
and she anewered, in ® tone intended to be 


arch,— 
“Of course I. will. awk, I anderetand a 


lover's anxiety and 
. Hewalked a little way with A then, pleading 
agement, shook de, and bade ber good- 


&D engagemen 
night, and Amy went quickly homeward and up 
to. her own room. Toere she deliberately ube 
reads and taking out a marrow slip of paper, 


“Send me your address, Aosle, that 1 may 
‘come .to.. ‘ou ; or,.at least, tell me what to do, 
‘and I do is, I. have failed you often, dear, 
bat this time I shall be staunch. 

*' Write soon, sweethaart ! : 
“* Oxor..” 


Daliberately . Miss..Barney,, tore the note to 
pleces, smiling mal'clously as pty did so. 

" She has had all the good things,” she phosghh, 
savagely, ‘but at leasb ve shall bob marry 
| if T can prevent ft, She shal! nob always queen 
| ib over me.” 

Bo Oscil’s note never reached Rosalind ; and 
“when he met Amy and asked for his expected 
letter, she eald, sorrowfally,— 

"P galind refuses to heli « apy communication 





theo, and allowed. har saree to be lightly epohen jot 


— be there. If you would walt jast beyond: 


~T there is a more favoured lover than your 

se] Le 

His face went quite white at the idea of dis- 
honour done to hfe name, 

"She can’) marry another man,” 
hoaraely, ‘‘she is bound to me!” 

" And girls never break their prom|ses !” tcorn- 
fally ; “and perhaps she has heard someth og of 
your devotion to Miss Kane, She ls very proud 
aud would resent such an Insa!t!” 


he sald, 


CHAPTER VL 


Ty his anger and perplexity he could th bink of 
no one bat Mark—-his one-time rival-—to help 
hia, and accordingly, he went at once to him, 
But here, again he was foiled. 

“TI aco not at Mberty to tell yon anything about 
Miss Berney,” he said, coldly ; “ 5 man of honour 
cannot well brekk bis word.” 

* Bat her sister informs me there is a enitor 
more favoured than I, and I have serious reasons 
for knowing the truth of this statement.” 

*'T cannot Imagine Miss Amy’s reason for enct 
a fabrication, unless, indeed, ehe wished to epare 
her elster all further molestation, Take my 
advice, and let well stene,”’ 

Disappointed and more annoyed than he had 
ever been in his careless life, he returned home 
wee be assailed by Sir Egbert as to bie matrimonial 


“I tell, you,” he said, savagely. “T won't 
be baited into marrlags. i don't care two 
straws for Botty Kane, and te thrash her wpon 
me fn this style iso’t ths way to change my 
indifference to liking. By Jove} I'l please aon 
self about the matter.” 

To say Sir Egbert was aston!shed at this out- 
break Is very mild way of expressing his feel- 
fog. He glowered at hiseon, who mot hie regard 

steadily and defiantly ; then he rose,— 

“You kaow what those get who offend me?” 


he said, 

"TI could hardly itve twenty-three yeors 
without learning that lesson,’ Cech retorted, 
altogether heediess of his mother’s warning 
look, and he flang himeeif out of the room, 

“ This is a lively state of affatre,” he thought 
gloomily, “A wife who hides away from 
fellow ; a girl whowould give ber ears to be Mre. 
Strode, and the — of dizinheritance it * 
don’t take her! I wonder where Rosie isi” and 
his hears grow tenderer to her than ib had beer. 
for many long days, “ Poor gir), how isithfally 
she bas kept her word! She loved me once ; 
now ehe muat hate me, poor little galt I wish 
I was a better fellow, for her enke,” 

Ib was strange what regret acd what remorse 
assailed him as he sab in his sunlit room th's 
bright July morning. How piainly he saw his 

moral cowardice, how bitterly ashamed he was 
of a. and ce a. ~— = ort 

ther incapable of any deep or lasting pas 
olen now his heart was touched, and had 
Rosalind been near he would have wooed her aw 
fondly as In the past, 

T’m a worthless ecamp,” he sald, aloud. ‘'I 
haven’t enovgh character to be very vile or the 
reverge, and yet I’ve done as much harm as any 
cool, calenlating villain under the sur, Wel}, Pi 
make what amends I can. I'll go. to-day to o}4 
Burney, aud tell him the truth, 

This reflection comforted hit, and he thought 
with his ususl happy philosophy,— 

' Everything will come righ at Inst} the 

overnor can’t be very hard on us, and when he 
anes Roa'e he will be proud of hers Bat I do 
wish I had been more careful in my manner with 
Betty 1” 

He rove and went out; on the level ‘lawn, 
fronting the road his mother accosted him. 

'* Cecil!” ahe sald, anxioualy ; 3." what induced 
you to speak az you did jasb now! I am Lage 
you have made your father terribly angry, and 
he fa not easily appeased.” 

*‘Don’b worry, mother! Til make ample 
apologies soon, and J. think he cares for me too 
much to hold out. ogainet me. There aro not 
many faults you would not forgtye. me?" an 





with you, She saya you have treated her badly 
and ehe wishee to Forget you, Indesd, she hinds 


4 almost enbtreating eound {fn his volce, 
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‘What wickedness have you committed ?’’ 
she sald, glancing up {dto the handsoms, troubled 
eyes, ‘'No, my boy, there is nothing my love 
would not ion |" 

His mood changed again, and he laughed 
lightly, — 

“€T think I shall have go put you to the teat 
one day,” he sald, gaily ; “as aman sald to me 
sometime since, ‘I like deede, aot worde.’”’ 

She looked after him with fond, proud eyes, 
as he swung out of the gates, and aloug the road. 
How handaome he was! What an easy, princely 
galt he had! Was there any mother of her 
acquaintance who had such a son, such just cause 
to glory in her child 

Poor Lady Strode! How little she thonght 
she should never again watch that tal], maniy 
figure, gradually — among the treee. 

going to Betty '” she 
thought, and went back to the house to spend 
the long morning In dreaming over her darling’s 
future. 

They met sgsin at lancheon, but the meal 
promised to be a constrained one, Sir Egbert 
malotatning a sullen ellence, which with most 
Englishmen does duty for dignity. 

Lady Strode walaly tried to find some con- 
genial eubject for conversation. Cecil was 
choughtfal and did not rise to her efforts, 

Suddenly there came a great shock, as though 
the whole earth heaved beneath them, aud all 
started to thelr feet, Lady Strode flung herself 
into her husband's arms, shrieking that the ‘' last 
day’’ had come; the two men were very pale, 
but neither showed any sign of fear. 

The house rocked to and fro, the windows were 
smashed, frightened servants rushed pell-mell 

to the grounds, where they were speedily 
followed by Sir Egbert, and Cecil, who was 
half-leading, Lalf-carrylog his mother. 

A glance sufficed t6 tell them what had 
occurred ; the frontage of the house had sunk a 
considerable distance, and g% wend fo 
prove this was a most serfous subsidence of 
land, 

And as they stood watching, incapable of 
apeech, a white, small face appeared at an upper 
window. It was the kitchen-maid, who, having 
been confined to her bed for some days, had 
beea forgotten by all In the hurry. She was 
eliher too weak or too frightened to move, but 
ebe wrung her hands, and wept piteously. 

OCecll called to her to come out, but she 
wailed some ioacdible reply, and remained 
before the window. The house was still sink- 
ing, aud Sir Egbert directed all to withdraw toa 

'e distance. 

“Tt will fall presently!” be said, hoarsely, 
and a alck horror selzed them at the thought of 
the poor girl’s fate. 

Cecil stooped and kiased his mother. 

"Good-bye, dear; go with my father, I must 
eave her! It is horrible she should die so!” 

He loosed Lady Strode’s clinging hands ; he 
turned a deaf ear to hie father's entreaties, 

“Twas always lucky, and my good Iuck will 
follow me now! I'll join you almost before you 
hnow Lam gone!” and he darted out of their 
midet towards the hall, 

Now he was lost to watching eyes; be had 
entered the house, he wae already on the atalire. 
He knew it wasa porfloue task he had eet him- 
self, but he did not falter or grow pale. He 
reached the mald’s room, She turned as he 
eutered. 

‘* Oh, air | eave mo, save me!” 

She was smal) az a child, and very slim. 

‘** Sash,” he sald, in a tone of gentle autho- 
rity, “trost me and keep quiet.” He Hfted 
her in bis strong arms. ‘ You are not afrald 
now!” with a smile at her grateful, apturned 
face. 

‘*Ob, no, air; not now,” she answered, and 
her head sank on hfs breast—she had fainted. 

Hie rushed from the room, he hardly felt hia 
burden! how small and Might she was! Poor 
ilttle soul. She was worn with toll, and he felt 
choked a he thought of biz own idle days—he 
who was so strong, whilst this delicate child 
laboured wearily for her bread. In the hall 
now, how the whole piace rocked with his every 





step; safe at last io the epsn, but with no time 
to lose 

A wild cheer broke from the distant group, 
and like one In a dream be aaw hfs mother rush 
forward as if to meet him. Then a audden 
hoarse cry rent the very heavens, as with a 
thundering nolse the whole structure fell to the 
ground, burying Cecil and the girl in the rains. 

* * * * 


Men cf sll aorta and conditions hurried from 
the town af the first hint of the newr, each 
armed with somes implement by which to help in 
the rescue, 

“Poor chap!'’ said one, ‘we shall never ses 
him allve again.” 

"Hash! thare’s Lady Strode close by, She 
looks demented, poor sou!.” 

“What's the cause of the fall-—foundation's 
rotten ?” 

‘No, ft’s caused by the colllery-workivgs be- 
low. It’s a mercy they don’t extend Into the 
towa, or, Heaven knows how much damage 
would have been doze!” 

How they worked--men and women, too! 
knowing that every moment made Cecil's cruel 
fate more certain. No one felt fatigue, no one 
thought of pausing. 

Sir Egbert moved to and fro, annaturally, 
awfully calm. Lady Strode sat on a huge stone, 
her face buried In her hands, seeing and hearing 
nothing. Would the débris never be cleared! 
Mghet those ghastly figures never be brought to 

tt 

Oh, Heaven! how could she bear this agony, 
and live! Kindly women spoke to her, but she 
made no answer; and then Betty Kane came 
driving down the road, She was sobbing wildly, 
and when she saw Lady Strode sitting so still, so 
tearless, she rushed to her, 

“Oh!” she cried, “have they found him? 
For the love of Heaven, tell me he Is not dead 1” 

The elder woman lifted her head, and looked 
at the girl with eyes full of anguish and vague 
pity, then resumed her old attitude without 
replying. She seemed dazed. Then came the 
familly doctor. 

“ My dear lady, let me take you to my house?” 

Still no movement, no sign that she heard, 
He was wise In his generation, and now, as he 
leaned over her, he said,— 

‘There is a chance that your son may be 
found alive; such have been heard of. 
For his sake you must bear up, He wil! need 
your loving care.” 

The words plerced through her “senses to her 
soul ; she ai to her feet, 

‘“T will be brave,” she eald, in a low, strange 
voice, and stood bareheaded with dilated eyes and 
hands clasped close over her breast, 

Then the doctor turned to Betty. He waea 
kind man, but her wild cries and ungovernable 
gtlef annoyed him. 

“Pardon me, but you are perfectly useless 
here, I must beg of yon to return home, You 
shall not be kept long fn suspense, and really 
your presence fa bad for Lady Strode.” 

She was very unmanageable at firet, but in the 
end he prevailed, and Betty wae driven away, 
weeping wildly. 

At six o’clock a shudder ran throvgh the 
crowd ; the foremost man, none other than Mark, 
bad stumbled over the two bodies. He felt alck 
and faint, and reeled a little as hie eyes fell upon 
the prostrate figures; thea he knelt down and 
would have lifted Oécil’s head upon his knes, but 
that @ woman rushed forward with a heart- 
breaking cry,-— 

My son | oh! my darling son!” 

Cecfl’a arms astfil held the giri fast, His face 
was very calm. As Lady Strode bent over him, 
calling to him in plteous accents, the doctor put 
her gently aside, and, kneeling down, lald his 
hand upon the giri’s 

“Qaulte dead,” he sald, briefly; and some men 
began to prepare a bler for the poor mutilated 
form. Then he spxke sgain, this time to the 
— mother. ‘'He is alive; for his sake be 

rave.” 

Her lips quiversd a moment, but she made no 
moan. 

“ Garry him to the Rectory ; {tis the nearest 
house.” 








Ab! that long, slow, ead journey! Gently 
and reverently they bore him away, Sir | zberp 
aud Lady Strode walking on elther side, focapable 
of speech, unable bo comfort each other, 

Mark Cranston watched them go with din 
eyes ; then he turned towards the town, andj 
made for the telegraph office. In answer to his 
question, ‘ Doctor, will he live?” the doctor 
bad said, “A few bours only; his body ta 
—,v shattered, only his face having escaped 
pjary.” 

Mark's first thought was of Rosalind, and how 
she would take she miserable news it was his 
eruel daty to eend. 

*' Perhaps,” he thought, "when he recovers 
consclousness he will wish to see her—at ail 
events, I will send for her.” 

So the message sped on Its way, and when 
Roealind received [ts she rose up white and dry 
eyed, but with a look of dumb anguish fn her 
eyes, which effectually stayed any questioning. 

She had not loved bim of late, She had felt 
very bitter towards him, and now her heart 
reproached her sorely. She went to her em- 
ployer. 

**T mus go at once,” she sald, in a low, un. 
certain volce. ‘‘ A very dear friend has met with 
a terrible accident. He—bhe cannot live many 
hours.” 

"Tam very grieved to hear this, Mise Burney. 
Pray lose no time ln going. I hope things will 
prove less serfous than you euppose.” 

So she started on her journey ; and now, that 
Cecil was helpless and dying, she forgot all but 
his handsome face, bis happy, careless waye, his 
former goodnese to her. She remembered only 
his vircves, and cried in her heart,— 

The, es forgive me! I was learning to hate 
! Ly 


CHAPTER VII. 
Tx a darkened room at the Kee lay Cecil 
Strode. The doctor still lingered with him, and 


his parents eat side by side walting for him te 


A great physician had been for, 
although In their inmost hearts both Egbert 
and Lady Strode knew he was beyond mortal 
ald. And the mother prayed,— 

"Heaven grant he may recover spsech an‘ 
sense before the end! Heaven grant we my 
yet right his wrong!” 

His clothes had been cut away from the poor 
maimed Mmbs, and as Lady Strode received the 
tattered coat from the doctor’s hands a packet of 
letters fell from one of the pockets. 

She picked them up carefully ; and then, a: 
her eyes rested upon the topmost of them, she 
— and grew paler—tif, indeed, that were 

le 


pe 

She carrfed ft to the window and read ft 
through, knowiog at last what wroog ® 
bad done the writer, and how nobly she had 
acted. It was Rosalind’s letter of farewell, and 
renunciation of any claim apon Cecil, 


* You have failed me in al! things; you have 
proved yourself Incapable of love or truth ; but 
I will not farther reproach you, believing that 
when you persuaded me to marry you you were 
too young to know your own wishev. 

**] think, Cecll, I should have loved you 
always had you not lefp meso much to the mercy 
of the world ; now my ‘estre Is that you should 
be free. For me life Is practically over ; for you 
I hope {t is just beginning. 

* I don’t understand the law of the land with 
regard to such marriages as_ours, bub I haves 
taint suspicion that ft can be set aside. You 
see, 1 was not of ose when the ceremony tock 

lace, and I committed perjary fn declaring | 
fed reached my mojorlty, Would not that in 
{teelf render it legal 1 

**Cecli, Gectl ! you have ceased to love me, or to 
care if my name [s blackened, and I can bear 00 
more; 801 pray you break your bonds, marry 
some woman your parents will receive joyfully, 
and forged me. That will, perhaps, not be hard. 

“Tt will be ueeless to seek me—useless fo 
attempt to recallme. J am golng into volantary 
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exile. I will trouble you no more. I only ask 
that, shoald my name be spoken lightly in your 
, you will do me the jastice to defend me, 


For the rest, I pray you may be happier than 
 RosaLinp.” 


Lady Strode was often harsh, but she was not 
apjast ; and now thatehe knew the truth her 
beart emote her for her condact towards Rosa- 
Mnd. 

How brave the girl had been ! how unse!fish to 
soffer for Cecil eo silently and so undeservedly. 

She put the ietter Into her husband’s hands, 
How he wished now he had ylelded to Cecil's 
Jestre! -Then, perhaps, there might have been 
a child to perpetuate his name, to enjoy his 
wealth, Now the family would be extinct—Iite 
glory gone | 

He covered hia face, and wept likea child. A 
slight movement among the bed clothes made him 
look ap. Oecll’s eyes were fixed apon him, clear 
and bright, ae In his happiest days. 

"] want to speak to you,” sald the faint, 
faltering volce, "I want to ask your pardon for 
my long deceis,” 

“Hush, my boy!” the father broke out with 
ssob, “ We know all, and all is forgiven!’ 

Cecil moved his head wearily, and the mother 
drew near. 

“T found her letter, dear heart--{t told me 
much. Would you itke to see her }” 

“Yes, yes! If only I knew where ehe might 
be found. Mother, is ft all up with me!” 

“Oh, my darling, yes!” and she wonld not 
shed a tear lest ehe should pain him. 

'T must live until she comer, I have eo much 
to say to her, I—I can’t die Without her par- 
don! Mother—father—be kind to her when I'm 


gone; she has suffered so much for my sake, and 


she has been my wife more than two years. My 
wife! But tolling for her bread like the veriest 
dindge.” 

“You must not excite yourself,” the medical 
man sald, advancing. ‘‘ You will but shorten 
your time,” 

Cecil srailed wearily, ther, 

** And the little maid, mother. Ie she safe?” 

"No! She was quite dead when found. Oh, 
Cecil, Osel) | but for her I had not lost my son |!” 

“Don’t blame her ; it is far betteraeitis, I 
should never have been a credit or joy to you. 
And don’t let her be baried by the parish |” 

There was silence for awhile; then Lady 
Strode sald, — 

“ Cecil, tell us where to find your wife /” 

He made an evident effort to recall his 
wandering thoughts ; then said,—- 

“TI don't know. Send to her father |” 

eervanh was at once despatched to Mr, 
Burney to return with the message. 

“Mr, Cranston has already telegraphed to her, 
and will meet her and brivg her to the Rectory.” 

Cecil was satlafied, and lay back amongst his 
plows, as though asleep. Perhaps none but the 
joctor knew what agony he was enduring with 
euch berofc calmness aud patience. 

The room grew darker, the shadows over lawn 
and field lengthened, and now twilight came. 
Lady Strode held her son’s hand ia hers, and 
lstened for the sound of wheels, which seemed as 
though they would never come, 

Ths sands of life were ebbing fast, each moment 
the sufferer grew weaker and weaker. He turned 
vo his mother with despairing eyer, 

“She will not come!” he said, faintly. If 
she cannot forgive me, how shall I hope for 
pardon in Heaven?” 

Hark! Sarsly in the distance there came 
& sound of horses’ hoofs, and the rumble of 
wheels on the stony way. Yes, yes! nearer and 
nearer | 

Ie ig she i” the mother sald, and, drawing 
her fingers gently from the cold, faint clasp 
thac held thera, ran downstairs. 

: A tall slight girl was standing in the hal). 
~be waa white and agitated, and leaned on Mark 
as lf for support, 

"Heaven bless you for coming so quickly !” 
lady Strode said, ‘' Will you forgive me, 
Ganghter }” 

You know all?” 

You ; but afew hours since, Will you kiss 





me? Ob, Heaven!” with a sudden passionate 
movement, ‘‘my heart is broken—my heart is 
broken |” 

She sicogzled with herself a moment, whilst 
Roralind heid her fast, weeping the while ; then 
by 8 superhuman effort she recovered herseif. 

**Come !” she sald ; ‘he is ‘asking for you !” 
and she led the way, Mark remaining below. 

On the threshold of the room Sir Egbert met, } 
and kissed the weeping gir), and drew her 
towards Cecil. He greeted her with his old 
sunny smile, which maze his face beautiful and 
tender as a woman’e. 

“You have come at last, Roele--in time to 

t me forgivences if you can.” 

"Don’t speak of forgiveness now. I, too, have 
been to blame.” Bat he wonld not listen to her 
aelf-accusations, He signed her to bend down, 
and his cold lfps to hers lovingly. ‘' Sweet, 
I have hurt you often; 1 shall never hurt you 
any more; You are so young that you will live 
ent your pain, and be happy as you were before 
I came [nto your lite, Ohi my dear, my poor, 
ili-used little wife, may some good man makes 
your days as giad as I msde therm miserable.” 

“Do not think of these things now, my 
darling.. Do nod distress yourself for my take.” 

‘*T always meant to do you justice,” he mur- 
mured, remorsefully, “but I was so wiserably 
weak, so afraid of pain and poverty. It is better 
I should go. As I got older you would not have 
borne with my weaknesses and follies, Oh! 
Rosie, what a villain I have been!” 

Lady Strode bent over him. 

“Why will you harass yourself thus, my 
darling! Aad oh! there may be hope for you 
yet. Doctor Hill has just arrived,” 

"Do not bring him up,” guifetly, ‘it Is of no 
use ; my limbs are dead already. I am not in 
pain now. Bat all of yon sit beside me, I shall 
not detain you long.” 

He his eyes and seemed to aleep. The 
long hours dragged on, each one slower, heavier 
than the last, each one more freighted with 
anguish. 


His parents eat on elther elde of him; the 
doctor was gone now, he could do nothing. 

Rosalind crouched beside the bed, her cheek 
pressed against one hand already cold with the 
awfal chiil of death. 

A ltzle past midnight the heavy eyss opened, 
the faint voice broke the silence, but his words 
were indistinct, so that Lady Strode waa forced 
to _— her ear agalnet his mouth before she 
conld understand. 


“ Take—care—of— Rosle.” 

He never spoke again, although he faintly 
breathed untli dawn ; then, when the sun burst 
in hie eplendour upon the waking world, and the 
birds to make melody, a little sigh 
escaped him ; then all was over, And surely 
his death more than atoned for all the faulte of 
hie life, 

Call on him, mother, he will not hear. Kiss 
his clay-cold Mps and pray bim to speak one 
little word to comfort your breaking heart. 
Was he ever deaf to your voloe} Did he ever 
refrait from loving words when you were in dis- 
tress! Ab! but he has passed beyond your 
ken ; he knows nothing of your eorrow, feels no 
answering pang. 

“ Cecil! Cecil | Cecil!” wes the wild cry 
ringing through the room. 

Jo was in vain Sir Egbert forgot his own woe 
and etrove to comfort the woman who had been 
so brave to the lact, 

Weeping, though quietly, Rosalind rose and 
put her arms about Lady Strode. 

“Mother, come with me,’ she sald, very 
gently. ‘ You can do no more.” 

With a swift movement the bereaved mothe: 
crossed to the window aud puiled down the blind 
hurriedly. 

"Oh, hateful day!” she said, in a passion of 
woe ; '' it mocks at my despair!’ 

Rosalind paused by the bedaide, and, stooping, 
kissed the waxen face upon the pillows; then, 
turning, took Lady Strode by the hand and led 
her away. 


The funeral was of the grandest deacr!ption, 





bat only Sir Hgbert followed ; Rosalind and the 


anhappy mother remaluing at home, or, rather, 
at the Rectory. 

All Danlop turned out “to see the last of 
poor young Strode,” and to catch a glimpses of 
the young widow. There was great disappolnt- 
ment when it was known Rosalind wonld not 
appear, for the story of her romantio marriages 
had spread, and those who had been most bitter 
in their condemnations were now most eager to 
welcome her fn-their maldst. 

She was very tender to Lacy Strode, carefu! of 
her comforts, so gentle in ways and words that 
the poor lady cluzg to her with newborn but 
real affection. 

Cecil had loved her, that wns all-enfiiclent 
now. So they sat together that snnoy afternoon, 
and Rosalind controlled herself sufficiently to read 
the Burial Service, and wher it was ended the 
two women fell into each other's arme, weeplog 
bitterly. 

It was worse, far worse, now that he was gone; 
the silence of the p'ace, the intense desolation of 
the room where he had lain, seemed to say mors 
cruel'y that his dead body had done, ‘He is 
dead,”” 

Whilst he lay there, with a holy peace cpon 
his face, he did not appear wholly lost, although, 
indeed, {t had been heartbreaking to whisper bis 
name, coupled with loving words, and recelve no 
reply ; bub now, but now—oh, dear Heaven : 
what grief on earth ts so hopeless, so cruel as 
this ? 

There we: no one to blame Cecil now, not 
even poor, weak Betty Kane. Nay, in the first 
hours of bis death, when she war acftened and 
chastened by his loss, she came to comfort the 
mother and widow. No one remexabered his 
faults and fallinge. Death had left on him 
“ only the beaatiful.” 

7 * + . 

The Strodes weut abroad, Dunlop haviog 
grown hateful to thew, and Rosalind went_with 
them. 


Her heart was full of pity for the bereaved 
parente, and she did her utmost to supply Cecll’s 
lows. Bat Sir Egbert was a broken man ; he 
cared no more for his wealth, hie extensive 
colllery works ; life had no more pleasure, no 
more pride for bim; and eo daily he drooped 
and pined, until the doctors agreed that if he 
wished to see his native land again he mus 
return at once. 

Then a craving came upon him to see Danlop 
once more, and they started thither. He was 
very feeble now, unable to talk, and seemed to 
notice nothing that transpired around him’ but 
when they drove by the site of the old hail, he 
stretched out bis hands, crying,— 

“Ob, my son ! my son !” and fell back in the 
carrisge. 

He never rallied, and seven days later they 
laid him to rest with his son whose lose had 
slowly but surely killed him, Tnen Lady Strode 
went to her own friends, bidding Rosalind a 
paesionate good-bye, for the girl was dear to her 
now for ber own sake, and the young widow 
returned to her relatives. 

Sir Egbert had provided generously for her, 
and she was not the girl to stint ber friends of 
their share of her prosperity. 

Mr, Burney became a partner in the firm for 
which he had hitherto been manager, and Amy’s 
troussean (for at last he was to be married) war 
both large and elegant, 

> * + ” * 

It was two years since Cecll’s death, and Rosa- 
lind was sitting alone In the pleasant room sho 
had farnished for herself, when Mark Cranston 
entered. 

She etarted up, blushing deeply, and wonder- 
ing a little at his grave expression, 

" Has anything serious happened 1” she asked, 
offering her band. 

‘* Well, something of Importance, certainly. 
My old friend, Turtop, who has euch a capital 
business at New York, has written saying he 
wishes to sell ft, and giving me the refusa’, Wha 
shall I do in the matter, Rosalind }” 

‘It is not for me to decide,” she avswered, 
trembling. ‘* You must pleane yourself.’’ 

That le exactly what I do nob wish todo. If 
I go I shall be very far removed from my friends ; 
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at the samo time I shall be on the high road to 
wealth,” 

** Ave you very covetous of riches!” 

“No, but I have no other thiag to strive for, 
Shall I go, Rosalind?” 

She turned very pale, 

“Why will you appeal to me? It Is eo hard 
to send away wy friende.” 

“ Am J stil! nothing more than a friend, sweet- 
heart? Have [ teen hoping in vain?” 

She turned ewifsly, her pretty eyes suffused 
with tears, her breath coming bard and fasb, 

“Deo you mean, Mark,” she pauted ; “do you 
moan you love me still $” 

answer was to catch her to bis breast, 

“*T shall love you till I dle. | Now shall I got” 

“No, no; stay with mel” answered a weak, 
stall voice, : 

* * + ~ 

All Rosalind'’s new and aristocratic friends 
held ep thelr bands in boly horror when they 
heard of her shocking méss!liance; bab she 


cated little for thelr opinion or grow!lng coldness, |: I 


She was too’ happy, too confident in Mark’s love 
vo have room for dleappoindment or distress, 
[THE END. ] 








CLIFFE COURT. 


—10:— 
CHAPTER X. 

On the morning following the garden parby at 
the Chave, and some time previons to the events 
narrated inthe last chapter, Sir Ascot Carlyon 
came {nto hla wife's boudoir, and found her ait- 
tag Seite her baby, who was lyfng asleep on the 
couc 

An open letter lay on the table, and this 
abtracted his attention directly he entered, 

“Ab! Isee you have heard from Bayliss,” he 
remarked, attempting to take the letter, which, 
howover, his wife prevented. ‘ Has he prepared 
the mortgage deed?” 

ee No.” 

“No! How fs that! Yon told him to do so, 
I presuras?” , 

“I did not tell him to do so,” shes returned, 
quistiy. “I wrove and told bim what you 
wished me to do, and asked his advice fn the 
matter, and here is his reply,” 

Sir Ascot’s brow darkened as he took the 
lawyer's eplstle from her, and when he had read 
ft he threw it down witha muttered imprecation., 

“Whats drivelling old idiot he ta!” ho ex- 
claimed, “You -surely will nob allow what he 
eays to inflzence you?’ ‘ 

“Tt seems to mo his counsel fz as wise as fb is 
disintereste?. He says that {f I absolutely wish 
a mortgage deed drawn ap he will prepare I», but 
that as, by exseutiog ft, I shall virtually reaign 
the Chase estates, and I[n effzcb dispose of what, 
ough} to be my son’s heritage, he strongly warns 
—— aliowing myself to be persuaded to 
do {t.” 

“ Weil !” sald Sir Ascot, as she paused, 

* I shall be guided by his advice.” 

She said it very quietly, bub with a perfeet 
e‘eadinesa that told him the strength of the reso-. 
lution tt expressed, and involuntarily his hands 
clenched themselvee together in an access of, 
bitter disappolatment and rage that he had the 
greatest difficulty in the world to control, 

He walked to the window, and gazed out, see- 
ing nothing of the sunllb landscape, bub only 
waiting until he ehonld recover himeelf; then 
he came back, and stood by her alde, with one 
hand resting heavily on ber shoulder, 

‘ Altcla, you cannob mean what you say, or, 
rather, you cannot know what your words in. 
volve. Ihave exhausted all means of obtaining 
money, and if you do nod execute this deed, and 
thus allow me to raise rome, I am a rained man 
—rulned, vot only financially butsoclally, for if I 
cannot pay my debts of honoar E -ghall be biack-. 
balled at my club, ewe by my friends, scorned by 
@!'—in a word, dishonoured.” 

She grew very pale, but never raised her 
from her baby’s face; his followed’ them, an 
continued, rapfdly,— 


ihe 


You spesk of your child and his fatare |! 
Tafok what his future will be if men point at 
him with contempt, and say bis father was a 
scoundrel, who cheated people of their dues, and 
was exiled from scelety because he felled in a 
gentleman's nosh stringent obligations.” 

Mk we =. they should ed that than he should 

a beggar,” she returned, steadily, 

** Bathe will nob be a 1 That horse 
that I told you of, Black Chief, fe safe to win 
next mouth, and i shall then have encugh money. 
to clear off everything.” : 

* The old, old story |” she said, sadly. *' How 
many tines have you told me the same thing, 
Ascot, and how many times have your words 
proved fallacies? Mind, I do vob mean to say 
thas you yourself do nod belisve what you 
assert, bub to trast to such a hope is to lean on 
the rottenest of reeds. "Zitherto I have yielded 
te you, I have Jet you liave as much money as 
you wanted ; I bave even given you my jewels, 
and overything has goue, Fast as this will go if 

consent to let you have it,” 


“ Bat Ido act sak yon to sell the estates,” he 
urged; “I only wikh you to let mo raise a loan 
upon thez."" 

**Yo is in thie fastance the same thing, a dis. 
tinction without a difference. Sappos the 
loan were raiesd, and we had not the means of 
keeping up the interest, the mortgagees would 
foreclose, and then the estates would go from us, 
No, Ascot, I have listesed to, and been per- 
suaded by, your ane? in the past, jast os I 
should be persusded now if only my own in- 
teresta wore at stake; bat I have those of 
another to protect, and fo is a sacred trust which 
nothfog shall induce me to betray!” 

“ And what abou your wifely duties—are they 
of no importance!” be asked, sfter a moment's 
and steaigiog his veice by an effort. 

* They are of svery importance, and Heaven 
knows I bave striven hard to frifil them!” 

* As you are dolog in the present instance,” he 
sneered, ‘'I must felicliate you on your strict 
sense of duty, Lady Carlyon, It does you in- 
finite credit,” 

Bar baby was still asleep, and she turned from 


brighé flash kindling in her usualiy pale checks, 

‘Taek you now, as I asked you once before, 
have you anything to complain of ” she ex- 
claimed, with sudden passfon. ‘I have borne 
fo silence humiliation that would have maddened 
many-a wife ;-I have allowed myself to be pub on 
ene aide, alighted, neglected, while you singled 
other women out for the most polnted atten- 
tions, and I have nefther uttered a word of 
reproof, or even showed that I had noticed your 
condact, I have striven with all my might and 
main to keep inviolate the vow I swore at the 
altar, and when I found I could nelther love nor 
honour you, I eald to myself, the only thiog left 
was obeciience, and that I gave withont stint. At 
last the time has come when t0 continues {t would 
be wrong to wyself, and to my child, and there. 
fore I refuse 1” 

" Aud defy your husband t” 

"Yes. In order to defend one who is yet too 
werk to defend himself!” 

Her righteous indignation actually transformed 
ber. She was no lopger a gentle, retiring 
woman, docile and submissive to the lob decreed 
her ; but a steadfest, determined creature, whose 
eyes fisshed with more than feminine reeclution, 
whose cheeks glowed, and whose form dilated as 
she threw down the gauntlet on her son’s behalf. 

A balf-unwilling admiration came in his eyes 
as he looked at her. 

“You bave mistaken your vocation. You 
ought to have been on the stags, for you iake the 
alrs of # tragedy queeo, or heroine of melodrams,” 
he sald, with cutting sarcasm, “ Unfortunately, 
however, for you, I am proof agsinst such seasa- 
tional effects. I do not think there fs any neces- 
alty for beating about the bush with you, so [ 
may as well teli you at once that my situation 
} resolves Itaslf Into this—money I must have, if 
nob by fair means then by foul ! 

“Do you hear me!” he continued, after o 
monient’s pause; finding she did not speak, “I 
have tried whab persuasicn will do, and have 





failed, I mush now seek other measures for en- 


watching bie slumbérs, to face her husband, a | 
| bis lips ander bis heavy moustache, 








auripg your consent to my plans, and we wii! ao, 
whether they have not a different effect, Fir. 
of al}, you must be separated from the object of 
all this sclicltade—your son,” 

Alicia became very pale, and seized the slee ping 
boy in her arme. 

© You will not, you dare not be,s0 cruel as 
part us!” she exclaimed, be breast heaving 
and her eyes grow!ng wild. "7 

“TI dare do a great deal, as you will dlecover 
ere lopg. As for cruelty, remember you forced 
me to it, and you have only to consent to my de. 
mand ia order to have‘all pressure remoycd, 
Will you be reasorable, and-do so}” 
. “Never t” 

“Then this very day Douglas shall leave the 


or 
o 


*T shall go with him!" she exclaimed, press. 
ing him tightly agatust ber bosom, as thovg) 
defying Fate iteelf to tear him away. 

“ You will remain in your proper ‘place, by the 
side of your husband,” he faterpolated, quictly, 

“Have you thought of what peaple will say 
when I tell thers, as I assuredly sbali, of your 
unnataral conduct ?” 

"{ have nelther thought ror will -{t- matter to 
me one lota, Ali the sanie, I don’t fancy public 
oplofon will be against me fn thie affair, The 
boy is delicate, has been ordered change of air, 
What wore nataral than that I'should send hin 
with his onrse to the eea} As for yourself, Dr, 
West says you must be kept quietly at home, fo 
consideration of your delicate health ; and J, like 
a thoughtful husband, fosist on bis directions 
being obsyed,”’ 

* Dr. Weat would eay anything or do anything 
that he thought you would pay him for,” she 
exclaimed, passionately. 

“ Exactly, and that fs ths right aort of medical 
man to have,” retutmed Sir Azcot, with a low 
langh. “West isan extremely obliging person, 
and I have no doubt I shall iad him very nesfal 
before I have done with him.” 

There was something almost fiendish in the 
Baronet’s expresefon as he looked at his wife; 
his black eyes were full of evil Nght, and looked 
blacker than ever by contrast with the unnatural 
pallor of hia checks, whilea cruel smile curved 


An ides that she was entering into sirnggis 
in which hé would make use of every wespon 
malignancy and ingenuity could devise took pos- 
session of Alfcia’s mind ; but,so far from weakening 
her resolution, it only braced her to go on ur- 
falteringly to the end. If her boy went she muzt 
resign herself to his absence, and by her con- 
tinged firmness Sir Ascot would sse that sabe 
would not give in, and, recognising the futility «/ 
bringing further pressure to bear upon her, would 
let little Douglas returp. 

Tae Baronet was watching her very intently, 
but he only saw the pretty Ifps sed themselves 
more firmly together—-the look of determization 
deepen in the luxifous exer, 

“You. don’t know what you are doing fn 
attempting to defy me,” he told her with darken- 
ing brows. “Other people have done it in ‘be 
past and have repented, as you will repent.” 

“ At any rate I shall have the satisfaction of 
knowing] am struggilug for right.” 

«T don’s know thst {tie much of a consolation 
under defeat,” ’ 

** Bab I am not defeated yet }” 

He turned. on his heel wich a wicked laugh. 

“Not yet? I wonder how mach longer you 
will be able to say it?” 

When she was all alone sill the fire’ and ania:s- 
tion died from Lady Carlyon’s face; and she 
stood im an’ abtitudée of mate,” but’ extreme 
despair. : . 

She knew well enough what a hard battle { 
would be, especially hard to her, whose nature 
was eseentially feminine and submissive. 

She had no friend to help her, no one to trast 
to, save herself ‘and Heaven. | Well, she must 4) 
her beet, and ff she were defeated it should &s 
through no fault of her own, 

Slr Axcot Cerlyon wals not » man to lose time 
in the execution of a plan which’ he bad 
once resolved, and that very day his'little son was 
sent from the Chase, in charge ef bimmurse, to * 
maiden aunt of the Baronet’s—a soured, dark: 
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browed woman, who had seen Alicia once, and 
taken # violent dislike to her, and who lived at 
Bournemouth. 

Alicia bora the partlog very quietly, conscious 
thet to make a scene would be of no avall, and 
would only tend to open the eyes of the serventa 
¢o the true state of affairs bobween husband and 
q@ife, irom which ehe shrank with the natural 

ide of a senaitive woman. ve 

The next dey, ag#be at alone after beoakinatgy 
there came & knock at the door. and in obadie 
to her summons there eutered a short fair man, 
with eandy hair and bine eyes—eyes that abso- 
intely beamed with a nort of general kindiineds 
cowards ail gv eA NAS a 

Thiawas De, Weet, an college com 
of Sie Mac at's, whe had lately come to the neigh? 
bourhood and getup s practice, which, as yet, had 
nob proved particularly Incrative ; for, although 
considered clever, he was nob, as a rule, generally 
liked, WS er 

People said that bis vole® was too soft and 
oily, his manners were too insinuatinz, his babit 
of agreeing with. ‘you asid rather 
monotonous, ard . they preferred 
brueque old Dr, Fletcher; so that if the new 
practitioner had bad he was golng to 
make @ fortune ab Cilffe, that Idea was likeiy to 
prove a fallacy 

For her own part, Alicia absolutely disliked the 
map, and {6 was only in deference to her 
husband’s wishes that «he had employed him in 
attending to her baby's emall allments, 

She looked rather surprised as she saw him, 
bat shook hands with him, and motioned him to 
@ seat. 

“Sir Ascet said you were nob very well, 
aud I had better look Im and prescribe for 
aa said, ficding she was waiting for him 
tos : 

Lady Carlyon drew back rather haugatily, as 
he attempted to take her hand in order to feel 
her pulse, 

“Sir Ascob must bave been labouring under 
a mistaken {mpressfon, I am quite well and 
require no medical treatment,” 

‘'Abl” gald the doctor, ralaing his eyebrows, 
end regarding her with a Sy opm eae . 
auille, as ff she were a spoilt child it waa necessary 
to humour, “I fiod a ob many of my patients | 
who say the same thing. Uafortunatély, how- 


ever, your appearance contradicts ycuc words, | 


for you y look more seriously fodisposed 
than your husband gave me reason to impgine. 
Look at youreelf in the glass opposite.” 

Involuntarily she obeyed the suggestion, and 
could but confess he wae right, She did look 
fll; her cheeks ware white, her eyes had dark 
ciroles hollowed under. them, even her lips had 
lost their usual colour. 

“Thad a bad night, and want of sleep alwayz 
upsets me,” she sald, “otherwise I am well 
enough,” 

“ My dear Lady Carlyon, I have made s special 
stady of symptome as shown by the face, and I 
cau asstire you shat you are very far from well,” 
he retu impressively. ‘Want of sleep ina 
young woman ig an anomaly, and polnta to grave 
causes as {ts origin, Perhaps you have been 
golag about too. much, and visiting has excited 
you. I will send you a toulc, and must inslsb 
9 your not ¥ 
fewer people you. eee, at least for a time, the 


you to visi and not $ you to 

more than is aRbotetaly Rice . 4 cps 
_ She did not say anything. As a matter of 
‘act, abe had neither the Incltnation to visit or to 
“° visited, aad so was not likely to Quarrel ‘with 
the terme of the advice, It did not strike ber 
that this man was but acting as the tool of her 
husband, and between them they wers throwing 
sbout her the meshes of a net, thet all her 
privat escsps from would only draw -the 
lighter, : on fae as ade 

This was iodeed, Lut the beginnlog. 


CHAPTER XI. 


Ur, Feetenea, when he called In to 


to the Court, soon sob all fears to rest on the 
score of Infection. 

He said her Illness was simply the result of 
extreme fatigue, coup‘sd with the exhaustion 
attendant on iusrflicient nourlshmeat, but that 
all the-eame, ft was of a very serious nature, as 
it might result In brain fever. 

Hig prophecy proved correct, and for many 

Maye she Isy hovering between life and death, 
Fbabbliog fucoherently {n her detirlam of things 
“sad places her hearers knew noting abont, and 
mixing them up with two names which she 
repented over and over again. 
' on ebe was being undressed fb waz dis- 
ieovéred sli®: wore euepended round her neck a 
bag made of strong ner, which she tldtched hold 
‘otjand abeolately refused to have taken frow her, 
“~* Let it be—it will do no h * the doctor 
‘aid; “probably ib contalus a‘ Wve-letter or 
two that «lite has cherished for many years,” 
or some rubbish of that sort, ahd ahe is so 
‘eecnttomsed to i} che would miss ft if iv wore 
removed.” 

fo they Jet {t atey, and constantly through her 
ilitiees her fingers wandered to ft with a restlees 
avmioty that not even the sense of Its belng there 
seemed to satlefy, 

Arlive,'who looked upou her In a measure as 
her-own’ pro'é3é, belpsd to narse her as much 
as ehe could—that ts to say, ac much aa Mrs, 
Belton would allow her to, for the housekeeper 
was beginning tc exercle quite 8 maternal 
authority and curvelllance over the young girl. 

One morning, a3 Arline was leaving the con- 
servatory, after athering some flowers with 
which she was going to fill the vaees, she was met 
by Lord Cliffs, who had his niece on his arm. 

* How fs the patient, Mies Lester?” he asked, 
raising his hat with punctiiious politeners, while 
Lady De Roubaix acanned the girl’s falr young 
face very intently, 

“ Batter, thank you, my lord. Dr. Fletcher 
says the crisis fz past, and she fs out of danger.” 

*¢Tgat’s a good thing. Ithas been a narrow 
shave, bas ft not?” 

‘Very, She was delirlous for nearly a week.” 

* And Is she io her propor senses now }” 

*T think not, She is very quiet, ‘but she 
seems to take no notice of anything, and Dr. 
—e- fears ber memory is vermanently in- 
ar ae 

“Dear ms! That ts very sad,” remarked the 
Viscount, " especially: as we did nob know who 
she ia, or whether she hae apy friends, I suppose 
you have beard nothing during her delirfum 
likely to give a clue to her Identificaifon 1” 

2D Ws discovered the words ‘ Esther Grant’ on 
one of her garments, so have come to the con- 
clusion thas must be her name, She talks a 

desl of matters belongleg to farmhouse 
work, and constantly repeats a certaia eentence, 
and two names, [ don't know whether they 
have any connection with each other.” 

"And what may the sentence be?” Inquired 
Lord Cilffs, with some Interest. 

“*The wrong shall ba righted!’” quoted 
Arline. 

"* Qalte romantic,” be remarked, ‘And the 
names ; what are they !’’ 

Arlice hesitated, then cald, — 

“They sre ‘Alec Cliffe’ and ‘Margaret 
Sanner.'” “ ” 

The Viscount started as if.he had been stung, 
and, dropping his nlece’s arm, stepped back a few 

é * 


paces, 

» © What did you say?" he excleimed,.as if he 
could. hardly believe the evidence. of ‘his. own 
senses, ‘! oa those names ee 
. Arline obeyed the peremptory very 
much astonished at the effect her words had pro- 
duced, while the Countess looked from ene to the 
other, q obasrvant. 

*f Alec 4” mutiered the Viscount, with 
the air ofa. wan Ina dream. “ Why, that was 
wy brother's name, Is {t possibleshe could have 
knowo him}” .. ‘ bes ean 
" Hubert’s father?” sald Clarlee,. interroga- 


tively. ’ * : tt 4 
“Yea, I had only one beetles se ae oaght to 


meee,” be replied, with some 


Sumoer, have yor any ides 





attend to the woman Lord had bad brought 


who she was ! added the Countess, 








He turned from her, as if he had not heard 
the question, 

** Directly this poor woman gsta well enough: 
for me to see her, let me know,” heeald, *' Ah, 
there comes Fisicher. I will speek to him abeur 
the caee, and perbaps he will be able to tell m: 
when I can have an futerview with her,” and he 
walked towards the avenue up which the doctor’« 
brougham was being driven. while Arline went «ff 
with her flowers, and Lady De Roubaix was leit 
alone on the lawn. 

Clarice’s intellect, nelther deep nor powerfal, 
wae yet in ite way acute, and she was a very keen 
observer, accustomed to lock for motives in 
people’s actions, 

Shae was asking herself now what wae the 
reason for Lord Cliffe’s emotion when he heard 
those two names coupled together—-what bond 
there could possibly be between him and tbis 
sick stranger, who seemed to have come from 
forelgn lands, 

She walked slowly scross the lawn, and eo 
on to the plautation, still occupied in her 
thoughts. This plantation had a litle gate thas 
gave access to the end of the terrace opporita 
Arline Lester's sitting-room, and az Clarice camn 
in view of the window she paveed suddenly and 
ann batk, for no other sight met her gezs than 

fr. Haberd Cliffe Jeaning famiilarly on the ei!}, 
ae if he were quite used to the position. 

He. bad come some ten minutes ago, and 
finding Arline busy with her flowers, had stayed 
and watched her, without thinking ii worth 
while to ask her permission, 

"“T bave hardly spoken to you for a week,” ha 
sald, In the tone of one asserting 5 grievance, 

No,” she answered, dewurely. 

** What have you been dolng all the time?” 

"My uenal duties, and attending to the cick 
stranger a little,” 

“There have been so many people here I 
haven’t had a minute to call my own,” went on 
the young man. ‘“‘I was positively glad when 
the last guest went away this morning, bud ths 
respite wou’t bea very long ove, for snothor batch 
of visitors fs coming to-morrow. Is ib in hosour 
of thefr arrival you are fillfog the vases?” 

** T auppose ao,” 

He watched her pretty fingers hovering about 
the blossoms, mostly geraniums, and asters, and 
maiden-halr, for the easson for flowsrs was getting 
over, then looked at his empty button-hole, and 
gaid, — 

"Gan you, out of your abundance, spare me 
one for my coat t”’ ; 

Arline’s colour grew brighter, and she did not 
ralse her eyes, 

“T do not think I have one enitabie, There are 
some tuberoses in the conservatory.” 

“ Arathere! Well, I think I would rather 
have 8 plebian geraviam from your fingers than 
an aristocratic tuberose froma garden:sr, Strange 
taste, is fb not?” 

She had grown accustomed to his light 
badinage, aud {i no longer disconcerted) her. 
After a little more porsistence on his part, she 
gave him what he asked, and it was just ae be 
was taking ip from her that Lady De Roubaix 
canght sight of him. 

Soon afterwards he went.away to his etudy to 
attend to the very important business of cleauing 
his guns, and be had not been gone lovg before 
thére.came..a little gentle tap at the aocor, 
followed Immediately by the entrance of Lidy 
De Roubaix. 

“Don's let me disturb you, Mis Laster,” ate 
said graciously, seating herself near the windovr. 
“J only came in for the purpose of having 
little conversation with you, and ft need not in 
terfere with what you are doing.” 

Arline looked puzzled, and wondered if any- 
thinghad gone wrongin the domestic ménoge. This 
was the firat time the Countess bad honoured her 
with a visit, although she bad on more than one 
occasion’ casually spoken to her, and it struck 
the young girl {t must be something of more than 
ordinary importance that had Induced her to go 
-eo far owt of her way a3 the housekeeper’s room, 

“ZT hardly know how to-begin what I bave 
to wsy,”she commenced, in rather felgned em- 
barrassment, ‘It tsa subject that requires to 
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be handled delicately, for It is regarding the 
position you hold in thie setablishment,” 

" Regarding my position here !"’ echoed Arline, 
uxcertaln whither this might tend. 

“You must be aware id fs somewhat of an 
anomaly, and one that fs likely to be taken ad- 
vantege of, and ‘i !s to put you on your guard 
sgainst possible contingencles that I have come 
this morning. 

sald Arline, vaguely ; 


“You think my ‘kindness’ borders nearly on 
interference,” added the Countess, quickly. ‘I 
was afraid my condnct might be open to that 
interpretation ; bat I resolved to rlek {t. Per- 

aps I bad better come to the point at once, 

Well, then, I havelearvedthat my cousin Hubert 
{gs in the habit of comiag here to talk tu yoo, 
that he brings you books and flowere, and-~in 
point of fact, that he is amusing himself with 
you, as men will amuse themeelves with pretty 
girle when they have the chance” 

The geranfome dropped one by one ont of 
Arline’s hand, svery vestige of colour fled from 
her cheek, aud ebe stood facing the Countess, ae 
it she bad been auddenly petrified. 

‘ For goodness sake, child, don’t stare ab me 
ike that,” exclaimed Ciarfce, you make me 
feel quite uncomfortable, and Heaven knowe that 
what [ have sald to yon bas been with a good 
intention, Malicious tongues are more easily 
provoked than eflenced, and a woman's reputa- 
tiow is such a delicate thing that she cannot be 
too careful of it.” 

‘*Bub what have I done—of what do’ you 
accnse me }”’ 

“Nothing, excep) permitting tha careless 
atientions of a young man, who is, by the accl- 
deny of position, placed so much above you, and 
who is, moreover, suguged. Mind, I do not 
blame you; if I thought you were in fault I 
should have spoken to Lord Ciiffe, but I consider 
Hobert 's entirely culpable. Iam quite avare 
of your sltuavion—that you are an orphan, and 
have, therefore, no one to gafde you, and that, 





coupled with your youth, has made me speak to 
you as I bave done, It is nataral enough that 
you should like Hubert’s attentions, and natural 
écough that be should pay them to you. Indeed, 
he eays {t occuptes his leleare very agreeably ; 
but, as I told him, it te his duty to treat you 
with proper consideration.” 

* He has spoken to you of me, then!” gasped 
Arline, interrupting her. 

" Yee, and I cautioned him sgainet continuing 
his imprudent conduct, but I do not in the least 
suppose he will heed my warning, and this sort 
of thing is such a terrible example for the ser- 
vants——Jeada to auch lax discipline, that it is quite 
imperative it should be puta atop to. Still, it is 
not for that reason, or in consideration of the 
relations existing between Hubert and myeelf 
that I have spoken to you, but simply and 
solely in your own Interest, as I hope you will 
belleve.”” 


Yee,” Arline sald, mechanically, and then 
the Countess rose and went grecetally from the 
room, leaving the young girl atill standing by the 
table, a cold misery in her white face. 

Methodicaily enough zhe gathered up her 
flowers, pud them into the yase, and then went 
up to her bedroom and locked the door, fhe 
wanted to be alone, to have time for my on to 
recall all the Countess had sald, aud to 
examine ber own conduct, and see whether !t 
deserved the etricturer that had been passed 
upon it, 

For fally an hour she remained there, walkin 
backwards and forwards fn an agitation that ba 
quite passed beyond her control, and then she 
came to s sudden standstill, for like a revelation 
had fallen wpon her the knowledge of why those 
last few weeks bad been sc bright and had passed 
80 quickly--why she had grown to Meten for the 
sound of that swift, soldier-like footetep—how 
it was the echo of a manly volce was always 
ringing in her eary, as the words It utteced were 
treasured up in her heart. She loved Hubert 


Oliffe. 
Yes, there the truth stared her in the face—the 





, ie ‘ 


Re) p by . 
{i / 


T—YOU DARE NOT BB SO CRUEL AS TO PART US|” ALICIA EXCLAIMED, 


grim, incontrovertible naked trath—bringing 
with It. at the —_ time a 7 we of keenset 
ecstatic joy and most hopeless . gon 

She knew how foolish, how mad such a passion 
must be, how utterly hopeless of attainment; 
for was not Hubert the destined hasband of the 
Countess De Roubaix? And even ff that in- 
superable barrier had not intervened, was It at 
all likely he would ever think of her—hbis uncle's 
rome aaa aah as a means of “ amusing 


In her bitter degradation Arline did not spare 
herself, but acknowledged that she had been to 
— for permitting Hubert to satay and talk 
to her, 

It had been done {fm all innocence, never o 
thought of harm entering her head, but, for all 
that, there was harm, and-she ought to have 
kuown it, So she told herself. 

Now hbalf-a-dozen wild projects presented 
themselves. 

Sbe would leave the Court at once; she wou! 

a thousand miles away, where she would never 
ded the name of Ciiffeagain! Bat then came 
the question of where she was to go, and whether 
it would not be a taclp confession of her weak: 
ness ff she left? Besides, she was so uabterly 
friendless, that, with the exception of Lady 
Carlyon, there was no one to w ehe could 
a in her desolation, 

o, she must stay here, and go on just as usual, 
except that, under no pretext whatever, mus 
rhe allow Hubert to talk to her as he used to do. 

She would show by her calm and cold de- 
meanour that she had been proof against bis 
faecinations, but he .hould no longer continue to 
** amuse himself” at her expense. 

Perhaps the bitterest stlog of al) was the die- 
a she felt in Hubert himself. 

eo had been her idea! of all that was noble, , 
and lofty, and chivalrous ; and now, lo! the feet 
of the idol she had raised on so grand an altar 
had proved themezelves not pure gold, as ehe had 
fancled, but basest clay ! 

(Zo be continued.) 
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SPRINGFIELD SEIZED LUSHINGTON BY THE COLLAR, AND BEGAN TO BELABOUR HIM WITH A HEAVY WHIP, 


YOUNG AND SO FAIR. 


-_ 0i— 


CHAPTER XXXi. 
SHE KNEW HOW TO LOVE.” 


“Srext, what have you done?” ssid Hugh 
Macdonald, breathlessly, as he looked into her 
tear-etained face, and saw that she must have 
just passed through some {mportant crisie. 


She could have no doubt ‘has the had done 
right, but the appealing glance from Major Lush. 
Ington's dark eyes seemed to be still upon her, 
and chs bad not yet recovered from ite influence, 

Daring the reat of the evening she was very 
silent, and retired to bed as oariy'as politeness 
allowed. 

Colonel Hay was too good-natured to bore her 
with Woolwich gossip when she locked like a 
ghost, and was evidently thinking of her lover 
upstairs; and his wife contented herself with 
putting her guest Into the most comfortable 
chair, and seeing to her bodily comforts. 

How many things had happened to her since 
the was iat under thelr roof! Ib seemed to her- 
velf ao if she had grown so old and so — 
as if half a lifetime had over her 
She was then euch » thoughtless child, and the 
admiration of the bandsomeet man fn tbe garri- 
son bad enfficed to turn her head. Now she had 
been the ot bed aeethed toe of a countess’s bail, 
snc au earl had ain her out for special atten- 
tion without rafaing # fintter in her heart, and 
the felt as if her youth were already 


Hogh watched her covertly under his long, 


Cark lashes, but he did not address a single word 
Ket until he sald good night when she went to 


The boy’s heart was full of resentment, and he 
was ® prey to the aneasy conviction that she had 
pledged herself in such a manner to Lushingtoa 
thatshe lacked the conrage to confess it Evi- 





dently be had takea a mean advantage of bis 
helplers condition, and overdrawn his proper 
account of the bank of her compassion, and now 
she would be so tled that there would be no get- 
ting her ont of it, even if he, Hugh Macdonald, 
spent his whole atrength and energy on the task. 

The nex) morning he saked her in his gravest 
roanner when shs propoesd to return to the 
Caeatnuts, as he was due that afternoon at Ox- 
ford, but would put off his journey if he could be 
of any further uee to her. 

"Oh, don’t leave me!” she sald, in dismay, 
and he recovered his urbanity at once, “ Bat I 
know I oughtn’t to keep you. Whab will the 
Dean aay?” 

“That he woulda’) own me for an undergrad 
if I was capable of leaving a lady in the lurch,” 
he answered with asmile, ‘‘ When shall we go? 
There's train at half-past twelve.” 

" Oh, not to-day. Couldn’t you walt till to- 
on without anything dreadful happening to 

ou 

“ They don’t flog you ab Christchurch, or keep 
you on bread and gruel, so 1 daresay I shall ged 
over it. Will you come fors walk? The band 
ae in the gardens at four o’clock, and Mrs, 

eays you are to be there,” 

**T don’t know if I ought.” 

* You will injure your health If you don’t 
have a breath of fresh air. Pat on your hat, 
and let’s be cff before anyone can stop us.” 

Sibel laughed and ran upstairs to ok her 
hostess, 


As the Colonel was engaged with his military 
duties, and ahe wanted to look after the house- 
keeping, Mrs. Hay gave her consent, and the two 

Th pa with t the rather 

ey ge proper respect & re 
geudy exterfor of the xailitary chapel, and walked 
along the pavement {n front of the Academy. 

A detachment of troops was being re- 
viewed on the common, and ths whole place 
looked animated and cheerfo), with orderlies 
Sat en a he heavy 
artillery-vans drawn by four horses lambering 





slong the road, bugles sonnding Sn every dires- 
tion, and stalwart guardsmen swaggering along 
as [f the pavement weren’t half broad encugi to 
hold them. 

Sibel herself attracted a great deal of abtten- 
tlon, and returzed to the villa with a brilliant 
colour In her cheeks. Hugh looked at her, and 
was inclined to think that she wae not so very 
far gous,” after all. Bat when luncheon was 
over, and she refused to go to hear the band 
becauas abe had promised to spend the whole 
afternoon with Major Lushington, hile face fell, 
and he felt inclined to offer to ach amateur 
sentinel ontalde the door, to be called {f wanted. 
Inatead of this he was sent out In the carriage 
with hia hosters, and had to do daty In close 
attendance by her chair so long as she chose to 
listen to the music, Mrs. Hay kindly introduced 


‘}him to a batch of girls who, very much 


attracted by his handsome face, took him in 
hand at once. Hugh gallantly responded. as was 
his wont, If a girl beckoned to him 1b was only 
polite to follow; and though his heart never 
swerved from its allegiance to one, his large, 
mournfal eyes had a way of looking as if {t did. 

The Miss Herons thought he whs she most 
delightfal man they had ever seen, and asked 
him with interest if he were coming to the 
next artillery ball, The news that he was going 
away the very uext day gave rise to loud 
laments; and they redoubled thelr efforts to 
auch an extent that Mra, Hay, an experienced 
chaperon, sab by, laugblog in ber sleeve, and 
resolved to tease him oanmerelfully on hie con- 
quest as soon as they had left the gardens. 

Sibel meanwhile wae doing her duty accord- 
ing to he: lights, and if the pain of a broken 
arm could be made supportable, surely the 
aight of such a sweet face as her's must have 
had that effect. 

She had not dared to ssy a word about that 
last letter of hers demauding an explanation, 
but It was in both thelr minds ae she sat by the 
Major’s sofa with a book fn her hand. 

They did not talk much, he seemed weak and 
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exhausted ; the circles round his eyes were dark, 
aad bis de eo heavy that he could ecarcely keep 
them opsn, His monstaches, about which he 
was always so carefal, were untrimmed, and 
jooked so long and shaggy that it gave a forlorn 
look to his paliid face. In fact his appearancs 
was enongh to touch the heart of any woman, 
and Sibel Fitzgerald's was the softest in the 
world, 

‘* You wrote to me,” he said, slowly, 

Instantly a vivid crimson flooded the girl’s 


face, ve 8 aag 

“Don't think of 1. I am sorry I sald any- 

thing.” A» ; 

ery gied you did,” putting hivthand 

to his forebead, as if the thought madébis head 

ache. “You are quite right, fs ought to be 

explained,” yi 
** Bat not now, there fe ‘no hutry. q 

eather not hear it yet,” she 
“T wouid rather tell ft, or somebody wilhibe: 


was my —— wie 
Sibel Hetened breathlessly as he paused, ~ 


. 
‘My cousin.” A vagus suspicion crossed mr 


mind that he had meant to say something else; 
and had subatltuted that word instead, but slie 
thruat it indignantly aside. 


* Your cousin?” she exclaimed, in surprise. “4 


"Yes! why not? We used to eee s good deal 
of each other once. She was——” he hesltated, 
aud his eyes shifted uneasily about the room. 
‘To is no use trylug to humbug—zshe was 
fond of me—rauch fonder of me, Heaven knowr, 
than I deserved, snd her family interfered. We 
quarrelled, and the end of it all was that she 
married Springfield.” 

Why did she do {h? Couldn’t you love her 
tuo?" in eager compasefon, as she thought of the 
blighted life. 

He emiled, 

‘The Delamerea were not the sorb of people 
to ask after a man’s heart, They were only 
‘aterested in his pocket, Springfield Is a 
anilifonaire, and in those days I was nothing but 
a subaltern with a poor amount of cash,” 

‘ And they sacrificed her for the sake of 
money #" with the vivid fudiguation of youth, 

“16 is done every- day, and Laura was only 
one of tho many vietime:” ; 

She was allent for some time, puzzling oves 
tha’ never to bs forgotten scene, when the dylog 
woman's warnlog’ Was lout In*ier death-throes. 
Could she have sent forber pr nd for the pur- 
pose of tellin» her that she once loved ‘her 
cousin and been obliged:to give him up? Tb was 
against common-sense, and she could not belleve 
40. Mejor Lrehington waewatcbing her intently, 
end eeelog the dob) in-her facs, thought it best 
to challenge It 

“ There lesomething which you don’t’ under- 
etand., What is it?” 

She ralsed her bend and looked straight fnto 
Ais eyee, although her deepsning colour showed 
qwhab an effort ft was, 

‘Why ‘should she sod for me to warn me 
againad you, if that were all?” 

He frowned, ‘ 

** How cati-you account for a: woman’s eapricet 
Latterly I-kept out of her way, entirely for her 
ake, anti she’ was derperately angry, She could 
nod waderstand that ! was doing tt for her sake ; 
in fact, sh¢ shut her eyes to everything® that she 
didn't ike. - Fs was on-unp'sasant: position for 
ms-—the husband-hated-me because she didn’t ; 
and she was harb, and safl@I had ruined her life, 
becatiss I tried’ toxdo'my dety, At the last;"— 
his veice growing hoarse—- I think {tcame-across 
her that ff-ehe Had never-teen me she would 
have been a lLappler woman; and would. to 
fleaven sls never had!” he added, with sudden 
forvour, 

‘And I maptell this toLord: Wentworth?” | 

" Certainly, Hide noching,.“A man will under. 
stand that sort of-thing better than you can.” 


“ Bet-why wae she so horrified to see her hts, |- 


band +” 

“ Beeause he-was ea brute to her. F believe she 
went-ino fear of ber dif, Poor thing !- don't let 
as talk of her any more,’ -hfs face: showing 
plainly that- the subject was painful -to- him, 
* She knew how to love, if ever woman did!” 


There was a long silence, and whilst his 
thoughts went back to the blotted page of the 
past, ft had been washed by a woman's tears, and 
irrevocably stained by a man’s treachery, and yet 
he could not tear 1b out and cast it aways» There 
fo would ook in waubine ee 2 
eyes were in deat sop an 
deceptions with which be ha@ettled to salve his 
conscience would: be. cleare? sway like 
cobwebs by a wind, atidtie would see himee!f as 
—_ would see hits; clothed inthe garme:it of 


{ 

-Boddenly he stretched owt his hand. 

“ They will be all against me, darling, but you 
won't give'me np? Yow are too generous to 
desert meh "Promise me once more that you 
ee fe soon a8 your uncle will allow 

ou bd 


would} . "What is the use of Se owe again and 
said; earnestly. he again! as ahe bent over her book.'.i» 
parevading you that I can’t, Laura Delamere’ 


oS Phat 1. trust you all the nrete, Pro-. 
pln P* wie glowiog eyes ‘fixed on her down- 
cas) ea es ny : . 

ted & Nghe seid, wearily, Ib seemed to 
} her ue eae @ padlock on to a lockeldoor. 
—an trouble 


hand up to hie lips. “Jam almost surprised at 
hmayeelf, dearest, I did cot know {twas In my 
nature to love c= wey as Llove you. I wish—I 
wish there were a Httle more on your side.” 
- “Don’t! J might end like poor Mre. Spring- 
eld,” ast 

ie ees, . 5 fle 

4 » fn i & 
cauag: og P 


————— 
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CHAPTER XXXII, 
A SOUND THRASHING | 


Siset Firzceracp, much to the disappoint- 
ment of Colonel and Mrs. Hay, returned home 
_ — day, under the escort of Hugh Mac- 

on * 

Lord Wentworth was thankful to see her safe 
back, having had an uncomfortable feeling all the 
widle that Lushivgton’s ‘accident was a mere 
ruse, gob up for the purpose of wn elopement. ~ 

He ousstioned her cloesly as to what explansa- 
tion the Major had glyen of ble connection with- 
-the unfortunate Mrs, Springfield, and seemed but 
little ferpressed by the rezult, - However, so long 
as thers wae uo pressing need of Interfetence, he 
thonght !¢ beat to keep quiet, as be was nob Miss 
Fitagerald’s legal guardian ; but he wished from 
the bottom of bis heart that-he was fc a position 
to keep a watchfal eye-on his proceedings for the. 
fature. : + Sas . 

If Dadley were at home ft would be all right; 
but Hagh was too: young, besides which he had: 
gone back to Oxford, 

Lady Windsor had been over during the visit 
to Woolwich, aud asked very earnestly to be told 
if. there was avy trath {fn the report that Miss 
Fitegerald way 
Being informed thas report was correct, she 
entreated Lord Wentworth to tell her {0 confi- 
dence whether there was any chances of its being, 
broken off, beeause -euch- accidents did. happen, 
even Inthe besb regulated familier, «~~ 

‘He -emtled;-pub ble head on one side, and. 

bsfore hes det LIS ily Geel ie 

“If you ask me, I have no opinion of the 
man ; and I fancy the young lady's feelings are 
not deeply engaged at pan 

‘Thank youeo mach 4 ~ You don’t know what 
a relief this te te “my. mind, 
doem’t care for: him, 1 -will be-broken ff, 

a chan m 


ehe isnot pretty to look at; and, after all, that, 
0 SS vibe . 

“ Net the omly thing but still 1b {*, you. know, 
‘a joy for ever.’ However, I a suppose your, 
son, would-be disposed-to walt patience. 

a chanes turned ap;eoyou had better tell him. 
the plain: trath,? “secs om sie ; 

} Dwell,’ with: cheerful reaclation ;  and-I 
know-be will consider that the Geld ls open.” -~ 





d. 
‘)- ~Oyrus Sprin 


to Msjor Lushivgton. |- 





— he can’t! He must wali or pips } 
a ” e . 
“You don’t know Windeor,” said the mothe 
with a smile, ‘His will fs aa stubbora ay, 
mule’s! And If he seta his heart upon a thing 
he is sure to getib. Until the marriage seryi,, 
has been read over that pretty young thing gna 
Major Lushington I shal! lock upon her as my 
fuoure daughter-in-law |” 

“Do, my dear lady, if [0 will afford you any 
gratification,” as he bowed over her hand in hj, 
deferential way. 

“You aro laughing at me; but let ime te) 
you that a wilful man who doesn’t understang 
toe genertlly gots ‘yes’ eald to him before chs 
en ” 

Then she salled-oat of the room, throngh the 
ak-panciled bali into the sunlight, and Lord 
Wentworth handed her into the carriage, etand. 
ingy barebeaied in the chilly alr to receive ber 

bow of farewell, 
be came back into the Mbrary he ticaght 
of the stubborn will of the last Earl of Windsor 
whichsbad helped him to steal Macdonald's bride 
and left she poor fellow to break his heart if is 


“)*"Thanks?* the said) softly, as -he drew ‘her }s»HHe could not wonder that the Spanieh eye: ¢! 


Hugh's mother had not eufficed to banish her 
image from her lover’s mind, for there was 
greatecbarm atill in Lady Windsor’s face and 
beating; but he did wonder what Lushingtor 
would-de it her son carried off Sibel in the same 
manner. 

He could not shoot him, as duelling had gons 
out ofsfashion; and he would not bresk ij: 
heart, for thatwas out of vogue aswell. Probably 
he might reserve hicieelf for a revenge which 
might answer with some women, bat would fall 
with Sibel, At least he hoped so; and the Issue 
must be left to Providence. 

Ah, ff his boy could only have won her, to te 
the joy of his Ilfe! Bat that was 9 dream 
founded on nothing but an old man’s Impotexi 
wish, and 1% was too late to take to castle-build. 
ing when childhood and manhood had passed, 

The weeks went by very qoistly without any 
special event to break thelr monotony, and the 
scene ab Crawshay’s farm seemed to have passed 
from everyone’s memory like a bad dream—all 
absorbing at the moment, but soon dismissed to 
give place to the tangible cares of life. But one 
man had not forgotten it—ib Mved io his memory 
simply becauseitdiad been unavenged, His cold 
heart felt Mbtle pity or affection for the dead 
woman ; bub he could not forget that Harold 
Lushfugton had come like an genias bet weev 
them, spoilt what might have been a tolerably 
happy marriage, and brought the woman who 
‘loved him not wisely, but too well, to a miserai's 


gfisld was noba man to leba debt 
of that kind bang over his bead unpafd. He 
could wait without any appearance of barry, but 
ft was only for a better opportunity and with no 
idea of relenting fn his vindictive mind. 

Major Lashington’s accident was a nuisance, 
as he conld not very well force his..way Into a 


as a ruffian, and bls 
which Would not sui? 
to deals 
reputation, rather heavier than the 
one with which he hoped to strike him pbyel- 


One lovely afternoon In Jane, Hogh  Mac- 

came back from Oxford, having epert 
a.day ortwo fn London on the way, The dog- 
chart went to the station to meet him, and 
Lora Wentworth walked down. to.the gate to 


was the afternoon, with soms 
friends, and was nod expected home til) shortly 
srorerta port tmeffis arnt uit 
8 ‘to caught eight o 
' Their greeting was warm, as ueual, and there 
were many questions to be asked on both sides. 
Ax to examinations, such as “Smalls” oni 
° "the resale was always telegraphed st 
, tor 2 


-pad-alway2 satisfactory : opald’s 
iatelect was far abore the © , and when he 
ohese to exert himself he passed with flying colour’. 
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Bot ‘here were @ thousani d-teils interestirg 
so both of them, for Lord Wentworth himselt 
«aia Caristehurch man, and took a keen foterest 
iy everything to do with the ‘* house.” 

The mate: of the rival universities hed jast 
peen played, and Hugh was fuil of the doings of 
the Dark Blue eleven, haviog stayed fo town on 
perpase to go to Lord's, Osford had played 
splendidly and beaten Osmbridge, ac he declared, 
“into a cocked hat,” bub there wasse 
else be wanted te talk about whilst Sibel was out 
of the way. 

“Well, what is it?” sald Lord Wentworth, 
with an amased amile, “I was certain you bad 
something on yout mind, Nothing very bad, 
I can eee by your eyes," F 

“J don’t know how Sibel (will take {#5 bat I 
couldn’ help thinkieg {0 rather a joke. All 
London le ringing with {t, and the clubs can’t 
talk of anythiag elee.” ’ 

" Oat with it} §6©I won't be tantolized any 
jovger 1’ 

The day before yeaterday, about five o'clock, 
when St, Jamea’s-atreet ls sure to be chockful, 
Lashing{on was swaggering on the steps of the 
Army and Navy, fa the act of lighting a cigar, 
when ap drove Springfield in o hanzom. 

“ He was out of thecab and ap the steps be- 
fore Lushington saw he was there, He seized 
hia by the collar, knocked the cigar ont of his 
moutb, and began to belaboor him with a 
thusdering whip) whick he had. brought on 

088, 

“ Of course, as scon as he bad recovered bis 
surprise, Luehiagton, who's placky enougt, to 
do hima justice, rounded on him, and struck him 
in the sye with his fish; but by that time a 
bobby had come ep, The club servants ran ont, 
and some men god hold of them as they were 
atill fighting like demons, and dragged them 
a Lushington, cursing and swearing, aud 
half mad with rage, stumbled up the atepe, 
abaking his fist; but Springfield, ss cool as 4 
cocumber, stood at the bottom, with the bobby. 
hanging on to his sleeve. ° 

‘'] wish to mention,’ he orfed out, ‘that 
my name is Cyrus Springfield, and whoever 
wants me will find ms at that address!’ throw- 
iog a card on to the steps. Then he looked up 
at the men who were gloweriug at him, moat of 
them friends of Lushington’s, and gave a sort of 
aamilc, ‘I’ve only done what any of you woald 
have done—{f there fs a martled man smongst 
you—-to the scoundrel who injared your wife, I 
am going, but ff you like to prevent me I suppose 
gou can!’ 

“They were all so taken aback that not one 
of them stirred, acd whilst they were hesitating 
ae broke the whip in half, and flung it of the 
pavement, then shook off the bobby, anes 
coolly into the cab, knddrove off. Now, what 
do you think of that} ” to his “mncle, 


excltedly, 

"It looks bad for -Lashingtou!’’ che ‘said, 
gravely, “ o. : 
bapa it? Do you think we onghd to tell 


“ Certainly not? 

“ But we-can't let her marry a scoundrel }/”- 
perfectly aghast, ' 

‘My dear boy, you are not Miss Fitzgerald's 
guardian, no moream Fv All we can do fs to 
place the matter im General Forrester’s hands, 
aad spare her any paig we can. I shall write to 
dim to-morrow.” 

“But he ‘seems so odd about her, ag if he 
acarcely cared what became of her! ? he wbjected, 
in grievons dieappotntment.’ He had been nurs- 
ing up this story ever since hs heard it, in the 
certain hops that fb must be considered au ficient 
veston for breaklog off thé eugegement, And 
“ow It seems as {f nothing Would conre of it, and 
‘(bei would be tied for ever to’ a man who had 
been publiely disgraced. baat 
_ He was a little comforted to hear, a few days 
ster, tat Major Lushington's battery had been 
ordered off to Canada, and that he had written 
tc bid her good-bye, as he was very: mach afraid 
chee be reper a ar eet dot int 

. course, wae in 
and entrested her mever onten her cael 
Ho had rarely writtea niore tenderly ; but, sad 


to say, his tenderness had never produced eo 
ttle effect, Sibel laid down the letter with a 
feelluog of bewilderment and relief. A soldier 
must go wherever he fs sent, unless he chose to 
avold obedience by a prompt exchange; bat it 
was strange thai she should mever have beeu 
informed that there wass chance of his depar- 
ture ; and, uneuspioious as she was by nature, 
she could nob help feeling eure that there was 
some sscred reason behind the scenes, 

Perhaps this was due ‘n some measure to Hugh, 
who dropped mysterious hints about London 
belong rather too hot for some people, but dared 
go no farther than that lest tho whole story should 
escape his lips, and bis uncle had sald thad would 
give her psia. 

General Forrester having been communicated 





with, wrote back to eay that he had written to 
Major Lushington on the subject, and received a 
satisfactory reply. In spite of his prejadice 
the artilleryman, he must confess that 
hie antegorist, Springfield, appeared to be an 
out-and out blackguard, - 
** Forreeter’s a fool!” was Lord Wentworth’s 
mental comment, but he did net think ‘fit to 
mention the factto Hugh. 


ae 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
FOR THE SAK OF OLD /RIENDSHIP, 


Two years paesed away, and Hugh Macdonald 
was coming of age on the sixteenth of Jane, and 
the event was to be celebrated, not with firing of 
saiutes and peale of belle, but in a cheerful 
fashion, to show that his friends were glad to 
think that he had been so long with them, and 
hoped that bie future would be still brighter 
than his past. Lord Wentworth asked him if he 
would like any of the Forresters to be invited to 
do honour to the occasion, and he said at once 
that he should like to have Phil, if he could 
posalbly get leave. 

"And Rose?” put in Sibel, with a slight 


smile. 

You would like to see her” 

"* Wouldn't yout” 

€Don’b ask her on my account, I saw her 
last Easter,” he added, as if that were quite 
én for him. 

“You. ungaliant fellow!” exclaimed .ord 
Wentworth. “Ishould have though? that the 
very reason for wishing to see a pretiy girl 


Oh, EF shouldn't mind,” he sald carelessly ; 
“and if Sibel is:fond of her, ack her by all 
means,” ’ 

‘You are very good,” her eyes twickiing 
mischievously. “I remember a time when some- 
—, was fond of her too |” 

face flushed. 


‘* There never wae anything of that hind after 
you came, so you can't. pretend to remember {», 
She waea mere child, with her hair down her 
back ; and*because ehe was the only girl about 
the place, I used to give her a present on her 
birthday. I never wes spoony on her, or any- 
thing of that kind, and I call it too bad to ‘call 
up every bit of folly one has been guilty of 
before one was out of te,” | 

Sibel hed, and, leaning back in her ehalr, 
threw a sprig of jessamineinto his face, « ° 

“You needo’> luok-so indignant, Rose faa 
dear little thicg, and ff you are rot in love with 
her now, you are‘sure to be half om hour after 
ale ha: come to the house,’ 

‘*You ought to krow better!” he sald, 
abruptly, ae he pub the jessamine fo his button- 
hole, and etalked out of the window,» 

» “*Hagh gone t” asked Lord Wentworth, a few 

minutes later, “I with he had given a decided 

answer. Do you think he would like Miss: 

Forrester to be asked ov not?” » 

-_ . am sure peter My et te objection ; 
suppose, aut ia the house, ff you! 

aak her, the General wil! let hor eome.” 

"\My dear, he would know better than bo let 


there be any difficulty on that scores Of all the }: 


inmates of this house he {2 parfectly aware that 





there fe no one more honoured, respected, and 
beloved than yourself,” ‘ 


The tesra sprang to her eyes, Getting ap 
from her chair in a hurry, she knelt down by 
his side, and taking his hand, kissed it fer- 
vently, 

“Dear Lord Wentworth, I—I never can bs 
grateful enough to you !” 

“My child, the dsht fs on my elde, Whad 
would have become of me@uring these long years 
if it had nob been for you }” 

He put’ hisband on her head, and, stooping 
forward; gently kiseed her forehead, 

The bound which bound these two together 
seemed to be tightened with every week that 
passed, S bel admired the ol@ man’e cheracter 
the more she knew of {t. In evory relation of 
life he bppesred to fulfil his duty to the utter- 
miost, with a high-minded Gleregard of the 
measure that was meted to him in return, 

Nothing could make him ‘fall’ short of the 
standord he bad ‘set up for bimeelf; but he 
could be bind and forbearing to those who failed, 
and tried “tovencoursge them to fresh efforts 
fnstead of crushing them with pbaraeaical 
rebukes, 

To Sibel he had always been the saute—afiect- 
ing an {nterest in every detsl!, however emall, 
that seemed to affect her welfare or happiness, 
aud ever ready with sympethy and advice when- 
ever she chose to turn to him fn times of diffl- 
culty or treuble, He never allowed her to feel 
“that she was an ‘outsider when family concerns 
wers talked over, and tacght her to consider that 
the highest pleasure she could coufer on the 
master of the Cheetnute was to make it ber 
home as long as slie conld, Geueral Forrester, 
hard, suspicious, and’ severe, wae her legal guar- 
dian, but Lord Wentworth wished to be her 
father, that she might nestle by his side, and 
fee) beloved as well as protected. 

Other people might fear, but this lonely child 
was to love him, and forgst that she was at 
present & solitary waif, and an ontcast from the 
bouse which ought to have been her home, When 
he thought of the manner in which General For- 
rester had treated ber his indignation was so 
great that ab cue time he had determined to 
break off a'l intercourse with him; bat upon 
eecond thoughts, he had reflected that for Sibel’s 
own eske It would be unwite to quarrel with ber 
guardian, and contented himself with letting the 
Forresters drop tuto the rank of mere acauaint- 
ances ; whilet the girl whom they had scorned 
was treated with a refined atd courteous de- 
ference thst would have been the due ‘of the 
higbort lady fo the land, 

‘* Mies Rosa Forrester was good to you, I 
belleve, even when the others tarned against 
you?” heasid, thoughtfully, as Sibel subsided 
on to @ stool at his feet. ’ 

“ Yea, she and Phil were fond of me to the 
last. She was like a slster.” 

“Then she shs!l come, my, dear, she and her 
brother; -bub we “will diepenee with Miss 
Judith’s company.” We could’ nod expect her 
to come to such a humble plaés as the Cheat- 
nate.” : 

"Oh, dear no, ‘Nothing smaller than the 
Court would do for her. Shall Hough write! 
Of course, ff would be too much trouble fer 

ou,” looking ap {nto his face eagerly, whilet 
hee sfisctionate "haart bounded with joy at’ the 
thought of scefgg Rowe once more, “Though 
General ‘ Forrester might long ‘to ‘keep* her at 

she was yulte eure that a requeat from 
Lord Wentworth would not meed with a 


refassl, 

“ Parhaps ft would-be’ more polite if I wrote 
wyself,” he asld, thoughtfully.  ‘‘ An invitation 
to @ young lady can’o~be left to a boy like 


Hugh. 

Oh; that would be -charmiog 1 Shall I fetch 
you a writiog case?” jumping up with alacrity. 
“ How tiresome "fier face falling, “ltere’s a 
detestable visitor t””’ 

‘Nob detestable; I hope ; but if f is T shail 
ba obliged to leaveher to you,” with an smured 
smile ; ‘‘ fora manab my time of life could not 
be equal to the effort.”* 

** Nor o girl atmtad. It would require some- 
body .j2st arrived: at middle age to do it. I 
believe [t’s Lady Windsor |” 





‘Then would-you be so kind as to ask ber 
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to come in here? We are not on such formal 
terms that we need receive her ic the drawing- 
room,” 

Lady Windsor kissed Sibel affectionately, 
rebaked her for not having been to see her for 
euch a long time, and sald she had « special 
favour to ask of Lord Wentworth. When 
ushered into the library she began at once to 
unfold her plar. 

© You know what an interestyI have al 
taken In your ward!” she said, as soon as 
had taken her seat on the crimson velvet 
opposite the Viecount’s chair, ‘‘and now that 
hear he is coming of age on the sixteenth I 
thought that you meant, perhaps, to mark the 
event by some special fé%e, Am I right?” 

"Quite right, need I say, ss asuall” with 


@ courteous bow. ‘‘ He comes iato a small place 
about thirty miles off—Bramble’s Peak.” 
‘*Yes, I know,” and the Countess le 


dance in a cup 

“This Is exactly what 
sald Lady Windsor, with iden $ 
“not but that your house is ch g, and 
would do most excellently for the purpose, I 
want you to let me give Mr. Macdonald a dance 
ad the Court. It would afford me the greatest 
pleasure ; and you know,” her voice sinking, 
her face growing pink, with a blash borrowed 
from those days of her youth, “1 think I have 
some right——his father and I were old friends.” 

‘It fs nod a question of right,” sald Lord 
Wentworth, gently; “but I could not reconcile 
it to my conaclence to ixfilct so much trouble 
upon you,’ 

‘Tb will be no tronble for me, and I shall like 
it so dearly, Sibel, spesk for me, Windsor 
has fallen into the plan, and given fb his 
heartiost assent. I euppose you can anewer for 
Hagh i” 

** He won't like to leave Lord Wentworth,” 

‘* OF course not, but for once, my dear old 
friend will make an effort,” turning to him 
with a winning smile. “ You won’ disappoint 
me, will you ?” 

* Really you are too kind. Tae boy is likemy 
own son, I» does not seem right-—'’ 

“You said it was no question of right,” 
laughed Lady Windsor, determined to gain her 
point, for his sake as much aa for her own. 
It was kind consideration for his reduced 
finances that had first suggested the plap, and 
a taken to it warmly for other reasons as 
well. 

Tea was brought In, and Hagh being seen on 
the terrace, Sibel ran after him, and told him 
that Lady Windsor wished to speak to him, 

He bowed over her hand in the courtliest 
manner, bub looked very grave when she un- 
folded her project. A thousand memories 
thronged through his mind, and he remained 
for a minute lost in thought. Then he looked 
acroas at Sibel with a glance of earnest inguiry. 
She gave a little nod io anewer, feeling that the 
arrangemend would gave’ Lord Wentworth both 
trouble aud expense. ‘ 

Tnstex tly he turned te Lady Windsor,— 

“How can I thank you sufficiently for your 
kindness!” he sald, in his charming way, 

A tear glistened in Lady Windsor’s oye. 

My dear boy, fi isfor me to thank you. If 
you are so good to me, I shall end by fancying 
thab you are myson. And I wish to Heaven 
you were!” she added with deep emotion. 


(Zo be continued ) 





LITTLE PHC@BE’S DISCOVERY. 


—0i— 


Tasy called«him a hermit, and they sald he 
was & very queer fellow. But who wouldn't 
look queer who wore a long beard all over his 
a ar up to his eyes, and long halr to 
match, blue go and in winter s 

cloak, and that lived in »® tumble- 
down place that had been a tool-house when the 
workmen were making the road, and never spoke 
to anybody, and never gave his name to any 
one 

Now and then he went down to the village 
and ht food, He did nob esem so poor, and 
they he was a miser, and hid money in bis 
house, 

There were people who would have investigated 
that little matter— some folks are so curious, you 
know ; but once, when Jem Bates and his 
brother went to the cabin at night, someone 
fired at him out of the window, and someore 
mentioned that anyone who came to that door at 
unseemly hours without a better excuse than 
Jem offered would be apt to be carried home. 

Jem sald he felt he ought to be neighbourly 
7 ng he told the story; bat nobody belleved 


However, this adventure stopped all efforte 
ab sociability, and the hermit lived unmolested, 
except by an excellent district visitor, who 
sananehe laid tracta upon a stump hard by, 
which were regulerly taken in ; and once meet- 
ing the hermit in the road, that mysterfous 
person er rd ae man aemall packege of 
money, 88) » ‘or pious purposes,” 

After this the visitor always spoke well of 
him. But what had he done, or what had been 
done to him that he should live alone in that 
miserable place without any one to speak to? 

Over Christmas dinners they sometimes talked 
of him, Had he murdered somebody, or 
defaulted, or robbed a bank, or was he crazy ! 

The kindlier folk put that interpretation on 
his conduct, Mre. Chambers often sald that 
she would carry him a dinner on Christmas day 
if she wasn’t afraid of his gun. 

** Bat when a body is cruzy they don’t know 
friends from enemies, poor things!” Mra, 
Chambers would continue, “And my family is 
young and needs me, I daren’t risk ft.” 

There was oue other person who often thought 
about the hermit. This was little Picobe Vyse, 
She was only nine years old, but she thought a 
great deal, 

Her mother wae a seamstress, and sometimes 
left her slone all day with no one bat the cat ; 
and when she played and read until she was 
tired, she used to go to the window and look at 
the hermit’s house, and shortly—having referred 
to her picture-books very often—she decided 
that he was ne one but Santa Claus bimself— 
Santa Claus, between holidays making his toys , 
tired as her mother was when she had to work 
very hard, and not jolly and rosy as he was when 
all his work was done aud he harnessed his refn- 
deer to bis sled and took it home. 

She mentioned her bellef to her mother now 
and then, but the little woman only laughed. If 
it amused Phobe to believe this, why shouldn't 
she? There was so little to amuse the child. 

Phcebe’s mother was a widow. Years before 
she had had a very romantic story, She had 
been married to « fine young fellow, one Captain 
Philip Eyre, of the steamer Starlight, aad she 
wae very, very happy. But sailors cannod stay 
at home, let them love their wives ever zo wel! ; 
and when iittle Phoebe was only a few weeks old 
the Starlight sailed away, and never came to 
amg again, for she was lost with allon board of 

er. 

The poor little widow, who was not a business 
woman, was cheated ont of the Insurance money 
which should have been hers, and soon epsnt 
what little she had by her, and ehe thought It 
very kind of jolly Alfred Cross to offer her his 
hand and heart, and swear to be a real father to 
Philip Eyre’s little girl. 

She married him, and went to America with 
him. Bat Alfred Cross. though jolly and good- 
hearted, was a hard drinker, ard in his caps he 








got Into a quarre)] with an Italfan saflor and wy; 
stabbed to the heart. 

Other sailors clubbed together and seni tha 
widow home. Bat when she reached he 
mother’s house she found that she was dead, 
The letter bearfpg the news was on {ts way 
following her. 

Again: the little women was 8 widow, and 
B) to earn her bread. She conld not & 
rach but look pretty. The needle was her only 
hope, In that small village | pafd a sowing. 
woman elghteenpencea day, and thought them. 
velves generous. So the little two-roomed house, 
the handful of fire, and whab was needed to keep 
a little woman and a jittle gici allve were hard ty 
get, and life was a very poor thing to work so hard 
for, Still, every Christmas Mre. Oross managed 
to pub something In Phiebe’s stocking, and to 
roast a chicken. 

Oa this one, which came nearly on FP) che’ 
tenth birthday, for she was born in Christmas 
week, it did not seem likely that she would have 
either the gifts or the chicken, for she had had 
very bad luck. She had had a bad cold and 
taken her cough medicine with ber to Mn, 
Darham’s, and bad broken the bottle over Miss 
Darham’s blue silk and spoiled two breadths, and 
the silk was worth seven shillings a yard. and 
moet of her work went to pay for that. Then 
sha was really quite fl), and had to Ife in bed a 
day or two, and now she was working for Mn. 
Jarrett for a shilling a day, not to be pald until 
after the holideys, To be sure, Mrs. Jarrott sent 
her home in the trap. 

**I do not know why ever I was born!” the 

oor, sad soul sald to Phove. She generally 
Font her troubles from the child; but she had 
no one else to speak to, and her heart was fall. 
“J work so hard--I work so faithfally—and 
Christmas is coming, and I shall feel thankfa! if 
we have bread to eat. Ob! what would your 
father say if he knew what we endured |” 

‘*My father?” sald Phobe, ‘‘ Don’t they 
know In Heaven '” 

“I hope not,” sald poor Mrs, Cross, discoa- 
solately, ‘‘I shonidn’s care if your etepfather 
knew, for really it wae his fault that he got him- 
self murdered, and he drank so awfully that! 
can’t respect ‘his memory; bub your own deur 
father, be was 20 good and so fond of me! I 
never ought to have married anyone eles; I 
never loved anyone elee—only it le ao hard to be 
alone in the world, 

“Your father I wouldn’t have know. He fs 
in Heaven, I am sure, aud I'd like to die snd ¢ 
there too. I guess he’d forgive me, Captals 
Cross was well meaning when he was evber— 
which was not often—buat your own dear father 
—Captain Eyre—was a Christian gentleman and 
a splendid fellow altogether. You must never 
forget about him, Phcobe.” 

* Oh, I never will, mother !” eaid Phabe, be- 

ning to cry. 
oe Tore, I’ve made you wretched, too,” said 
Mrs, Crose, tying on her hood ; ‘‘ and I mast go 
and slave for that old skinfiint, If she has any- 
thing nice for dinner—I doubt she ever ha: —T"l 
put come fa my pocket for you, You'll have vo 
eat the cold toast, but there fs some milk.” 

Then she kissed the child, and went away 
sobbing through the snow, 

Phebe sad by the window and looked out. 4 
lttle down the road she saw the hermit brushing 
the snow from his rickety door. He wore a fur 
cap and a sheepskin coat. 

“ He certainly is Santa Oleus!” she cald; 
“and if he knew, he would pub something in 
mother’: etocking, if she Is a big woman and not 
a little girl. I mean to go and ask him. He 
won't let those rough men in, because they ¢ 
bother him. Bot I won’t bother him a bit; Pu 
be as good as gold!” 

Then she tled on her hood and planed « shaq! 
atout ber, and waded through the snow to the 
door of the bermit’s bat. It was closed now, 
and when ebe knocked upon {t with a little etick 
she had picked up, he shouted, — 

“* Sheer off, there! No admittance |” 

Bab Phoebe knocked agaic. 

“Tf you please,” she sald, “‘io’s not ons of 
those horrid big men; It’s only little me. | 
never break avything.” 
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Theo he ed the door, 

** Who be po 1” he said. 

“Tt you please,” sald Phoobe, ‘‘ I'm little 
Phebe Eyre, and I have come to pay a call.” 

‘Phoebe Eyre?” he sald, and pat his hand to 
his head. ‘‘ There are plenty of Eyrer.”’ 

“Are there, Mr, Santa Ciaus!” aald Piobe, 
“] didn’s know.” 

“Did you call me Santa Clause?” eafd the 
herralb, 

© Yes, sir,” sald Pioobe. "No ore elee knows 
who you are, They call you a hermit; bat a 
hermit hae a crose, and a baid place on the top 
of bis hesad—so I know. I shan'o tell the other 
folke, though, for you don’t want to be bothered 
when you are so busy making toys for Christ- 


“ Well, you've thought ft all out, haven't you!” 
sald the bermit. 

* Yea, sir,” sald Phebe. “I mustn’t interrapt 
you, but I do want to ask you so much to give a 
present to my mother. [If you don’t, she will 
only have bread for dinner Christmas, for every- 
thing has gone wrong. I thcught, being a neigh- 
bour, you wouldn’t mind if she wae grown up. 
You needn’é give me anything this time; but if 
mother could have a chicken and a new clock I'd 
be so glad !” 

“Well, you did right to come to Santa Claus,” 
sald the man ths other folk had mistaken for a 
her mit, eltting down and taking her on his knee, 
"Your mother shall have the chicken and money 
foraclock. Hang a basket on the door-handle 
Christmas Eve, and don’t tell your mother. 
Where do you live, and what fs your mother’s 
nsme—Mrs, Ocoss ¥” 

“Over there {on that tiny-wioy houve,” sald 
Phoebe, pointing out of the window, ‘‘and her 
name ls Oross—Mre. Croes, Bat Captain Cross 
eonkder is a widow, = was “ions a 
not #0 at my poor paps, who was drown 
at sea before I could talk. My pspa was Captain 
Philip Eyre, and he safied awny in a ship called 
the Starlight, and ib never came back any more, 
bat my stepfather came after that, and stayed 
until he got killed. But if he hadn’t drunk so 
much fit wouldn't have happened.” 

* Good ven!” orfed the hermit, putting 
his hand to his head again. ‘I believe Christmas 
time fs coming to me for once, What's your 


» mother’s first name ?” 


“Phoebe,” sald Phoebe. 

“Santa Clans will be at your hotse, never 
fesr,” sald the man. ‘Kiss ms, my Ilttle 
angel, kiss me! Now, ,,:0d Heaven—O Heaven 
—hbave mercy on me for all my sins !” 

With this plous adjuration he put ber ont at 
the door and watched her until she entered her 
own, 

He waa Santa Claus, Phoobe felt sure of that, 
and {twas hard to keep it from her mother; 
etl, she had 

Her mother came home that evening, sad and 
weary. She did not guess that Santa Claus 
would bring ber a’ clock and a turkey, Phobe 
thought ; indeed, she was crying a little when a 
knock came at the door, and wheu she opened It 
there stood the man other people called the 
hermit, aud whom she knew to be Sante Claus. 


“I bave come to see your mother,” he eald, [ 


and PLosbe called out gleefully, — 

‘Mother, bere is Santa Claus!” 

‘hs widow arose, blushing. 

“I—I_ think it fs the gentleman over the 
way,” she sald, ‘‘Exceuse my little giri, she 
has very odd ideas, Mr,——” 

“Yee,” sald the caller, not giving her his 
ame. “'T don’t often visls any one; but, if 
you |. excuse me, I'll come in. I have seen your 
Itttle girl before, and I want to tell her a story. 
Villdren like storles. Sit down sgalo, ma’am— 
Mrs. Cross, I believe 1” 

Yes,” she said. 

" And a widow?” he aeked. 

“ A widow,” she answered. 

Then she sat down. She was a little afraid of 
the big beard and the big sheepskin coat ; but 
“er coUer seemed to have uo evil intentions. Oa 
the coutrary, he sat down a little behind her as 
sue resamed her chair, took I’bcebe on his knee, 
and said,— 

“Now for the story. Santa Claus can te!l 
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first-rate stories. He writes a!] the verses in the 
picture books. So 1’ll begix : 

* Once there was a lad-—--" 

“Yes,” sald Pho >e, 

“He was a grown lad,” sald the visiter—at 
least when I knew him—and he was in love with 
a girl whose namo was Pimbe. Hie name was 
Phti, Well, there was another fellow named 
Alfred wanted Pie, bot this Phil gt her. 
They were married, and as happy as two birds in 
& nest,” 

“ Mother is interested, too,” said Pho >e. 

**Yoa,” said the man; ‘I thought she’d bs, 
Well, this chap Phil was 2 sailor, and one day he 
had to safl away and leave his wi'e and « girl 
baby they had, but he hoped to come back and 
be happy agaic. Bata great storm came upand 
wrecked the ehip, and he flosted in s boat for 
days, and at last was cist, with four others, on 
some land. It was land the savages owned— 
negroes. They selzed the whites and mde elaves 
of them, There was no chance of getting away 
for a long whl'e—for yeare—but this chap Pail 
was alwaye ou the lookowt for one. S. at last 
he hit » great black devil on the head and got 
away, through swamps and over deserts, to 9 
camp of white folks, on an expedition of some 
sort. They took him home; but when he gob 
there, and to the town where he had left his wife 
and baby, he found that that other fellow, 
Alfred, thinkiog be was dead, had married her 
and carried her of. Well, Le was about crazy 
for awhile, Then he meds up hfs mind that he 
would nevér troubvle bis poor girl, who meant no 
harm. Bat be was sick of the world, and he— 
he ” 

"How interested mother is!” sald Phoobe, 
‘Ob, do go on!" 

Bat the story-teller had stoppe?, and her 
mother had flowa to him, holding out her arms. 

‘I know the rest,” she sald. “He gave up 
the world; he disguised himself; he lived 
miserably, and they called him 2 hermit, Oh, 
you are my husband, Phillp Eyre! Ob, Phil, 
Phil, forgive me! I always loved you best!” 

“There fs nothing to forgive, my girl,” ssid 
the hermit, “and, please Heaven, we'll go to 
charch uext Sunday and be married over sgaln. 
I'm not ® poor man. I picked up gold and dia. 
monds among the negroes to make us 
rich for life, Bat fcol that Iwas! [lived over 
yonder like a blind mole with my eyes shut, and 
never sag you were my lass and this my 
Uttle Phoebe, And but for the blessed child that 
thought me Santa Claus so we might have lived 
and died, I thinking you happy with Alfred 
Cross away in Americ:.'' 

** Tt fen’s Santa Claus,” cried Pho e. ‘' But 
but—oh, ft fs my own dear father come back 
agaln, And we shall be happy always and for 
ever.” 

And certainly they were happy that Christmas 
me Captain Philip Eyre, clothed ike 
o folks, and handsome as 4 picture, married 
his own wife over agsfh In the little church, and 
afterwards told his strange story to his friends 
over his Christmas dioner. 








_Iy Japan vaccination is compulsory, and the 
Government makes ite own lymph and Issues it 
free of charge, Re-vaccination at stated periods 
ts oe rigidly enforced. Only calf lymph ls 
u . 


Tr all the electricity made by cleaning windows 
In London alone, by rubbing the glass with a 
cloth, could be collected and stored, {t would at 
once eolve the smoke difficulty of the Metro- 
politan Reilway by allowing the trains to be run 
by electric-motors, 

Ayxtovs to become 4 first-class naval Power 
since her late successes against Chins, Japan has 
become very jealous of foreignera knowing any- 
my he her ships. In future no allena will 
be allowed to enter the Japanese Navy to learn 
their profession, although they are freely admitted 
to the Army. The Chinese are especially boy- 
cotted, so thirty young Chinamen who came over 





to study in the Mikado’s Navy have been 
promptly sent home again. 





ALL AMONG THE HEATHER. 
=e 
CHAPTER VIIT 
HARRY KINGSWOOD Maxes 


No one could bs dull with Charlie Birch asa 
companion ; for, besides being witty and full of 
joyous life herself, che bad the rare faculty of 
being able to draw out the most amiable qualities 
of those with whom ske happened to come In 
contact, 

Elfie felt thie fnflaence distinctly. She was 
greatly attracted towards the bright, generous 
hearted girl, who ignored her dependent poaltion, 
and who seemed to seek her as a friecd, avd she 
responded so cordially that Clarence on one occa 
elon jealously remarked, — 

“ Pity one of you can’b change your ex, be- 
cause then there'd be come senes in your being so 
fond of each other—as [b is, it’s bosh, I'd be 
sorry to see myself ranuing after any other mau, 
if he was ever auch a jolly fellow.” 

“And I should be sorry for the other man if 
you did,” retorted Charlie, sauciiy Happllg. 
girls are not ike men ; we have a hundred things 
to do and to talk about that creatures like you 
don’t understand.” 

This was true enough. 

They wers fond of readiug, which Ciarence 
Msltby was not, Then they were both of them 
clever with their needle. They could palnt, and 
they both were good pianiste, while E'fie, at auy 
rate, could eing well, 

Nature had given her a good voice, and, young 
as she was, it had been carefully trained, 20 that 
she was a decided acquisition to any scclal gath- 
ering where music was an important featarse in 
the entertainment. 

Mrs. Maltby soon realised thie, and she felo 
that It would be impossible to keep her secretary 
as much in the background as shs had meant to 
do, but she likewlse made up her mind that, al- 


s DISCOVERY 


, though she could not be Ignored when there was 


company at the Grange, she would not take her 
to the Barlstoner, or to any other place to which 
she might be invited, y 

The consequence was, that on the occasfon of a 
garden-party of which Charile bad spoken, and to 
which Eifie was specially bidden, Mra, Maltby 
appeared at {b alone, Her son had declined w 
wait for her, and had gone on before ; and jast 
ae E'fie was about te go to her room to drese, ber, 
eruployer had coolly remarked that she wanted a 
report of a committee meeting copled, and Miss 
Heath mast stop at home to do ft. 

Poor Elfie’s face flashed and her eyes filled 
with tears, for eha was young ; her life at the 
Grange was not too smooth nor too pleasan\ for 
her, and she had looked forward te this party 
with more anticipation of enjoyment than che 
could — the circumstances have thought 


Bat their was no help for it; she was Ifving 
here to copy reports, write letters, or do anything 
of the kind that might be required of her, and 
not to go to garden-partles, as though she be- 
— to wealthy people, as ehe once believed, 
and had had not to earn her own living, 

She tried honestly to work after Mrs, Maltby 
had left her, and not to care for the gay party, 
but the consclousness that the report she was 
copying was not needed, that ft would make no 
earthly difference to any human being but herself 
whether It was copied now or alx months hence, 
helped to add to her discontent, while tears of 
vexation suffased her eyes when she remembered 
that Miss Birch would be very nearly as « ‘sap 
polnted as herself. 

Deepite her grief, however, she wrote rapldly 
The report was not @ long one, and her facile pen 
ran swiftly over the paper. 

She was begining to detes! this study as much 
as any of ber predecessors had done, and to saao- 
clate with the amsl! room many cf the petty 
niortifications which were dally meted ont to her ; 
so she was esger to get her work finished, thas 
she might take a book and go ont {nto the garden, 
where, under the shade of some tree, she conld 
forget her translent trouble. 

Javt as shoe had fastened the sheets of paper to- 
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gether, and was stretching ber arms above her 
head with sheer weartnesz, there was a loud knock 
and a ring at the front door which was on the 
opposite side of the hall, and a few seconde after- 
wards Charlie Birch came into the study, followed 
by 9 tall young map, whom E!fie never remem- 
bered to have seen before, 

**My dear, miserable Cinderella, I’m your 
fairy godmother, and I'm come to take you to 
the ball!’ so put on your fins clothes aa fast as 
you can,” 

“Bat what will Mrs, Maltby say}” saasked 
Elfie, nervously; “she evidently doesn’t wish 
me to go.” 

" Who cares what she says!” retorted Charile, 

fodignantly. “ She ought to have been ashamed 
of herself to leave you bebind.” 
‘SUnhapplly, I am obliged to care,” elghed 
Elfie, * Bat I should like to go If you think ahe 
won't be angry. I have just fiaished the copying 
she left me to do,” 

"Then there le no longer any excuse for hesl- 
tation,’ observed Charlie, with decision ; “ be- 
sidez, I told Mra, Maltby I was coming for you, 
and she knows that I always hsve my own way. 
Most of. my friends know that, don’b they, Mr. 
Kingswood t” 

E.fis looked at the young man whose name 
ahe now heard for the firat tlme, and she bowed 
in acknowledgment of the introduction which 
followed; then she and Charlle went up to ber 

“ leaving Harry Kingswood to walt for 
t em. 


“ What a lucky fellow am!" muttered the 

young man, as he threw himself Into Mrs, 
Maltby’s comfortable chair, stretched his long 
legs, and proceeded to take etock of his sur- 
roundings, : 
To think,” he went on, carelesaly, ‘‘ that I 
should follow that cat, Miss Grey, thie morning, 
anc that the chase-should lead to nothing, bat 
just sa T was thinking of going back to town I 
should run against Buristone, who tella me that 
Charlie fs staying with his wife, and who will 
take me home to luncheon, whether I like {ft or 
nob, aud there Iam kept for this garden-pariy, 
and am bronght here for Charlle’s last new 
irlend, who turns ous to be the very girl I was 
seeking.” 

He became ellent after this, 

Conaclenes whispered thah he ought to let 
Denfaon know of hie discovery, for he had recog- 
uised E.fia, theagh she, having only eyes for her 
guardian on that miserable day when she left the 
Hermaltage, had never so much as looked at the 
face of her guardian's friend. 

Bat Harry Kingewood was deplorably weak 
where a pretty woman was concerned ; and though 
be admlred Obarlfe Birch, and thought Iv pos- 
aible that be might one day marry her, he conld 
nod resist the temptation that Eifie’s rare loveli- 
ness had for him, 

He wae etili thinklog of this when the two 
girls returned, 

“We will go through the park,” observed 
Charife, giving the order to the coachman, “it 
will eave a good mile, and we don’s want to lose 
any time.” 

Se they went by thir, the nearest way, and 
thas miseed meeting Mr, Ciarence Maltby, who, 
fiading the garden party slow, and seelvg by his 
mother coming alone that © fis was left behind, 
thooght thie a good opportunity for amusing 
himeelf ab the expense of. ihe " pretiy ttle 
spltfice.” 

When, on reach'ng the Grange, he discovered 
his mistake, he wae too bad-tempered to return 
to the Burletones’, bat wen’ off to London, from 
whenes he did not return natil the small hours 
of the morning. 

E.fe’s good spirits returned when she found 
hereelf well dressed and driving through the 
fresh alr with Charlfe Birch by her side, and, with 
4 “e good-looking young man sented oppoalte 
w ber, 


Not that his good looks mattered to her, but 


ib ts pleasant to have handsome faces avout one,, 


and no one felt this more usenly than our poor 
littie herolne, 

Mes, Maltby certainly was not handsome, and 
Clarence was, to E\fie’s mind, positively ugls; and 


having been ehuttp In the seme, houses, good & 


for her to feast her eyes upon Charlie Birch and 
to look upon Harry Kingewood, whose fine face 
and long limbs were certalaly worthy of adai- 
ration, 

Indeed, eo bright and cheerfcl bad she become 
that It was not until shs came face to face with 
Mre. Maltby that it suddenly occurred to her 
that she might, after all, have done wrong in 
coming. 

Bat Mre. Maltby, with that far-away look in 
her eyes, seemed to have forgotten that she did 
not bring Eifie with her, and takfog the girl's 
arm, she sald,— 

* The eun is very hot ; let us find @ seab under 
the shelter of a tree. Ido think garden-parties 
are {ntolerably stupid,” 

Eifie submitted to be thus taken away Into a 
corner. ’ 

, She expected to be lectured about her conduct 
in coming here, perhaps to be dismiassd, or to 
be {nformed that she would be so; but Mrs. 
Maltby never did what other people expected 
she would do, and she talked pleasantly abonb 
the people presen, told the girl the names of 
two or three persons who approached them, and 
then, all at once, che asked, suddenly, — 

, “Have you seen Olarence i he was bore,” 

Eifie answered in the negative. 

She saw Mrs. ag ely ee rvs Kingewood 
approaching, and she hoped that they were goin 
to take Mrs. Maltby away from her side; but fo 
this she was mistaken, for her hostess, as che 
came near to them, eald, — 

"We want you to sing, Miss Heath. My elster 
—o you brought two or three songs with 

nad 


“Tam afraid it would be more correet to aay 
that she brought them,” replied Elfie, with a 
srafle, “J am likewise afraid that I am not fn 
very good voice to-day, but I will do my best.’ 

** You can’t do more thau that,’ was the gra- 
clous answer, ‘ Mr, Kingswood, will you take 
care of Mrz, Maltby! You will be able to hear 
the mueic out here, I don’t doubt.’ 

Mr. Kingswood, who had aot previously known 
the mistress of Maltby Grange, bowed, then 
dropped into the seat that Elfie had vacated, 
By ingore pany od the woman who had 

the pretty girl at home to copy out reporte 
while she went te the garden-party to which 
they were both Invited, Beyond this, aleo, he 
My desirous of making some Inquiries about 
fie, 

I have said that he recognised her, and eo he 
belleved he had, but on second thoughts he was 
not quite as certaln on the point as he would 
have ifked to have been. 

It wae, he told himeelf, the face he had seen 
at the railway etation as he and Denison left it, 
and he believed it was the same as that repre- 
sented in the carte-de-visite of the lost girl 
which his friend had showed him. 

Bat he had not that carte-de-viaite here to 
compare {b with what he betleved to be the ortf- 
glaal of the picture; while, on thinking the 
matter over, it seemed incredible that a friend- 
leas girl should be able to leave her only home 
and find herself. a short time afterwards residing 
in a bouse like Maltby Grange, even though her 
position was a dependeut one, and be received by 
the proud Barlstones as a welcome guest; 80 he 
began to talk to Mra. Maltby fires of all on 
general sub}.cty, 

Then he teld-her how he had been to her 
house that afternoon, and he expressed: hig 
wonder at finding her study-table covered with 
what showed signs of so much earnest work. 

This to some people might have seemed {m- 
pertinent, but he knew ihad Mra, Maltby’s vanity 


kind. 
talked of her wor., ber schools, her missions to 
hinted at plote and conspiracies to upees exist- 


decidedly bew!ldering to her listencr. 


directed efforts In that direction, 





dea! with them of inte, [) was positively a treat | 


would keep her from thinking anything of the 

He was right, abe rose to the bait at once+-ehe 
the heathen, of ber political aspirations, and ahe 
fog dynasties, in a random fashion that was 


Still he did not get her round to talk about 
her secretary, though he made twe or three well- 


Mrs, Maltby, once mounted on one of-her 


——— 


hobby-horsee, would have talked on til’ ber 
carrlege came for her, but Harry Kingswood baa 
no intention of epending his time fn this fashiop 
and he cemarked as soon ae he bad the oppor. 
tunity,— ; 

** Miss Heath was working very hard whe» 
we disturbed her. I suppose she helps you 4 
great deal f”’ ‘ 
“No one can really help me!” was the ioi'y 
reply. ‘‘She writes letters from dictatior, arg 
copies various things for me; bub that ' 4 
thing that anybody can de, The brainwork is 
mine, and I csn trust no one slee to dy my 
work for me.” 

“That, of course,” he assented, quietly 
** stil), {6 must be a relief to have somebody eice 
to do the drudgery. You alweys keep 4 secre‘ary, 
I suppose t” 

“Yoa; but t are an awfal noleance,” 
replied the lady, with a yawn. “Ib ls wonder. 
fa} what fools girls can make of themeelves |” 

“Is it?” he asked, se though the subject 
were one to which he* had nob given mech 
thought. ‘ 

Mrs, Maltby looked at him fo mild surprie, 
but the strains of a ewest girlish voice wers 
coming through the open windows of the draw. 
{ng-room, and Mr, Kingswood had answered at 
random fo Usteuing to the song. 

“You admfre Miss Heath ?’’ she ache’, 
suddenly turning her big ‘rolling eyes upon 
him, as though she wonld look into his very 


“171i” be exclaimed, confused by her direct- 
new. ‘'I—I don’t know; I auppose I do, 
She fs vary pretty 5 bas I have been wondering {! 
I have over seen before.” 

“And you don’t know?” wag her next eu- 
plcfous question, 

“No, Tam not eure, Hes she been with you 
wo e f k the'vague rep! 

‘Only a few week,’ was the reply. 

" ‘Ab, then I must have been mistaken,” he 
answered, carelessly ; though to himself he «si7, 
“I was right’; itisehe; but Pll make quite eure 
before the evening is over.’* 

The garden-party was voted, succése by the 
majority of the guests, but by feven o’clock all 
had d save a favoured few, who had beer 
invited to stay to dinner. . 

Mrs, Maltby, Elfie, and Mr. Kingswood were 
among this pum er, and very —, they fonad 
it, for Charlfe Birch liked an informal party, and 
she took care to make her slater ovly invite 
those people to remain who were likely to be 
agreeable, 

If Eifie had not been there Mrs, Maltby 
would a nob have been asked to stay; 
but of course she did not know-thia, and as abe 
was seated next to Harry ab the dincer-table, 
she talked to hira fucevsantly, until he ventured 
to remind her that she was positively cating 00 


ner, 

Still, she continued to talk, and he, having 
& pur to gafn, listened, and replied to ber 
remarks as sensibly as he conld without com 
mitting hiraself to any definite oplalon, é 

It was dul, miserable work Matening to this 
by no means clever women, particalarly ss be 
could see that Charlie Birch was talking véry 
affubly with » young curate who ant nex’ 
her, and that Effie was listening very luiently 
to a soldierly-looking map, who was telling er 
about Egypt, whencs he had jas) returned. 

Bot Harry Kingswood’s patience aud ami 
bility had {ts reward, and before the y urcke 
up that evening, Mce, Maltby invited sim t 
come and spend a few days ab Maltby Grange. 

Miss Birch aad several other f are comilg 
to us very shortly,” she remarked fn ber vague 
way, “some people that I should Ifke you to 
meet, who would convince you more clearly this 
I have been able to do that Russia is a seeruleg 
volcano, and that a rsvolation may occur |st? 
any day.” 

“Ts is le that you are right,” he raped, 
politely, “I don’s much about Hursl2, 
bat I should like to came and see you and 
meet your friends, When, do you say jou 
expect them |” 





"I am aot quite certain,’’ was the active. 
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‘Sb will be mext week or the week after; but 
give me your address, and I will write.” 

He took ont bis card-case to obey her, aud 
remarked, casually, — 

“A letter sent fo my club will find me 
sooner or later; but I am ataying with a 
friend at Addington, and I will give you his 
eddress.”” 

" Addington,” repeated Charlie, who with 
Fife, was atanding by; ‘* that’s near the Shirley 
Hiils, fsa’t 103” ‘ “ia 

“Yes, very near,” he replied, observing 
‘without seemfog to look at her, that Elfie’s 
face became troubled, “Do you know ths 
acighbourhood |" 

No, T have ‘Oniy) Week “there Gnop'or twice ; 
but 1 remember the heather on the hills—it was 
simpiy lovely. I wonder if we conldn’t have a 
plonfo there this autumn, Sis}"° ¢ 


and, therefore, she did not notice how pale 
Eife had become, though she did heer Kings- 


wood say,— 

“That is the name of the man with whom 
I am staying, Can you read it, Miss Heath j 
* Lionel Denison, E:q, The Hermitage, Adding. 
tou, Sarrey.’” lesdapian 

" Yea,” replied Elfie, but so faintly that 
omg turned round sharply to see what alled 
er, 


CHAPTER 1X, 
A CONFIDENCE,” 


Exsta had no reason to suppose that her guar- 
dian was seeting her, or that he had any 
for her to return to his house. 

She bad not ceen the advertisement in the 
Tires, and though the t every morning lay 
upon a table fn the t-room, she psver 
thought of opening ft unless Mra. Maltby re- 
quested her to do so, 

As that Indy wae cot interested in the “ agony 
pe | the most Satay Pres sams could only 

t L Biie’e y  Tagrest chance, 
dot favre ld occur, hones she was 


such a sour old thing as she has becomes, B 


man never finds in 9 


a 

‘Tasn she sighed, and she thought how foollsh 
ahe wae ; and she took Lionel’s Siitesrent from 
ihe little leather csse in which she always carried 
it, and gened Intentiy spon the manly face, and 
copjared up before her mind how handsome he 
had looked on that day when he was reburning 
to the Hermitage, 

Her fancy Ungered on the memory of the face 
et him who had been so good to her; and as 
she looked npon the photograph, and remembered 
ali abe bad heard of his kindness of heart and of 
hig many noble qualities, she prossed the cold 
card to her ilps, and murtiagred coftly,— 

I shall love you all my life, though you may 
never know ft; anddf she makes you -happy, 
= I will try to be contented,” © -. 

gain she kissed the photograph ; then she re- 
turned ft to her pocket; rm ed Bom lena 
Maltby, who was watching her from behind a 
clamp of trees, had seen the action, and had 
drawn his own conclusion accordingly. 

‘That's the cause of her turning from me as 
she does," he growled, savagely. ‘I’m glad I've 
found ft out; but I’m not going to be dis- 
couraged by ft, There will be all the more fan 
r setting what another man mikes sure of, His 
Photograph, too; I'd Ike to see ft,” 


Mrs. Barlatone as she spoke,. 


7 


her garden chair, and ascended the steps: which 
led to the study window, 

Hore, as she expected, she found Mrs. Maltby 
reading letters, which had only just arrived 

This happened a few days after that garden- 
party at the Burlstones, and nelther Mrs, Maltby 
nor Clarence had quite got cver thelr trifiing 
discomfiture on that oecasfon. 

E.fie also had recefved @ alight shock when she 
heard that Harry Kingswood was at this very 
time staying in the same house from which she 
had fled, Bub the feeling of terror which hed 


selzsd her on the address which Mr, 
pers 8 had tten down quickly dis- 
P 


he had done nothing of which to be ashamed. 
She had only left her ’s house for hia 
good—to promote his —— and she was 
sincerely anxlous to know the step she had 
taken had produced the desired result, It was 
fropoesible for her to ascertain this ab present, 

She had not quite recovered from her eur- 
‘prise when ehe was helped into Mrs. Maltby’s 
carriage, and she and that lady were half-way 
back to the Grauge before the was sufficiently 
calmo to realfes that it was quite within the limits 
of pony that she might any day find her. 
self face to face with Lione! Denison, 

‘There is one comfort—he won’t know me,” 
she thought, with a sigh, “and even {f he does 
recognises me, I have done nothing disgracefal, 
nothing for which I need hide myself. Miss 
Grey sald thet she would not marry him while 
I lived In hfs house, and now I am ont of ft I 
have dons all that even she can dealre. I am 
earning my own living, too; earning it 
honourably, if not very comfortably; and as I 
feel that I have done what fa right, I ought not 
to be afraid,” 

All this was very well, but poor Eifie was pain- 
fully conscious that though was surrounded 
with comfort and luxury uow, she might to- 
morrow be thrown upou the world withort a 
ra and without knowing where to go or what 


do. 

‘ Her friend, Isoli- Greatrex, had helped her 
greatly in getting this slivation, and in pro- 
viding ber with such clothing as she could nob 
dk the eapmaan 88 ae tenders ba 

oO per; but 
from the day that she had brought her to 
Maltby Grange, Isolt had seemed to forget her 
existence, for she had never been to see her, 
neither had she answered the letter which Elfie 
had written to her. 

Elfie could not long ba in the Grange without 
learning that Mrs, Maltby changed her secretary 
very often, sud without avy regard to the com- 
fort and welfare of the lady who happened to 
hold the post ; and the girl Mkxewise understood, 
rather than was told, that C!arence Maltby was 
usually at the bottom of the mlachief. 

Oo this subject Mre. Maltby was painfully 
frank with her, ne emmy whe y Elfie’s evident 
repugnance to about young man’s 
matrimonial the fond mother would 
discuss them, and would ask over and over again 
if Mise Heath did not thiok Miss Birch was very 
much in love with dear Ciarence, 

What could the girl aay * 

To her mind it seemed incredible that any girl 
could be fn love with such a man, bat she could 
not tell his mother this, and therefore she was 
obliged to say that ‘she didn’t know, that she 
didn’t understand such things,” until Mre, 
Maltby became positively suspicious or account 
of her evastou, 

On this particular morning. when Clarence 
had seen her kiss the photograph, and Eifie had 
retreated to the study to avoid him, Mrs, 
Maltby wae reading her levters silently, when 
suddenly she ubtered a little ery of disrany ; 
and onr heroine, who was replacing s book on 
the shelf, turned round quickly to ascertain the 
cauee, 

“ Can I do anything?” she asked vaguely. 

“No, you can’t keep an old woman from 
coming to see me. Bat what a nuisance she Is! 
jaet as I have lnvited a lob of other people too. 


P Bo saying, Mre, 





Maltby began to pace the long room with 





Impatient steps, while Eifie stood by, afraid to 
speak, lest she should be thought inquisitive, but 
conscious that she must not take op a book, or 
seem to be interested in anything else, if she did 
not wish to give offsnca, 

Clarence, undeterred by Elfie’s withdrawal 
from the garden, had followed her to the etudy 
window, and the moment he came in view, biz 
mother exclaimed,— 

"Hore té a letter from Mrs. Penfold, she fe 
coming to stay with us; isn’t that a nice thing 
to anticipate?” 

“The old harridani’” was the answer. 
"She'll set us all by the ears, she'll make life a 
barden to uz; she wil! keep us all employed In 
attending to her whims, aud when she fs golag 
awsy ebe will tell us, with a fiendish emile, 
that she is golng to leave all her money to 
charities,” 

" Well, shs can’t leave Trebartha to charities,’ 

replied Mre. Maltby, with a sigh; “that musi 
come to you when she dies, though I don’t 
know what you'll do with such a big piace if 
she doesn’t leaye you any money to keep It up ; 
ie’s likely to be worse than a white elephant to 
you.” 
“Yes, I think that fs the only consideration 
that hes kept me from wringing the old woman's 
neck,” replied Clarence fu each # matter-of-fact 
tone that his mother gave « frightened start, as 
though she thought he meant it; then she eaid 
serfously,— 

*You mustn't talk like that, Clarence. 
Mrs, Penfold makes enemies wherever she goes, 
and if anything should happen to her at any 
time such words as thoee would be remembered.’ 

She glanced at Elf'e, who had turned to the 
shelves, and was locking at the contents of a 
book which she had taken down. 

The young man followed his mother’s gazs 
and lavghed loudly, 

But he etopped eutdeniy, and remarked {nm an 
impatient tone, — 

“['m famished! I wish you wouldn’t read 
your letters till after breakfas:, When does the 
old hag easy she'll comet” 

She says we are to @xpect her when we sec 
her, eo she msy' be here at any time; but I 
shan’t pnb of anybody elee because she fs 
coming. She'll have to put up with company, 
much as she dislikes it.” 

Clarence made a wry face, then said he would 


wails no longar for bis breakfast, and went off 


oh the dinfng-room, the ladies elowly following 


Contrary to her usual cuztom, Mra. Maltby 
did not say anything mora to Eifie about Mre. 
Penfold, but, after some private conversation 
with her sop, she ordered her carriags, and drove 
to town with him, telling Life ehe could go for a 
walk, or could amass herself as she liked, {n her 
absenca, 

For the first time since she came here the 
Geeclate girl experienced s sense of freedom, and 
she resolved to call on Isolt Greatrex, and rellers 
her mind by talking to her about her life at 
Maitby Grange. 

"To ta possible that she may know of some- 
thing elae that I could do in case Mrs. Maltby 
sends me away without an bour’s notice, as I 
am told by her she bas served some of my pre 
dccessore, To them it might nob have mattered 
— perhaps they were giad to get away ; but . am 
not like other girls, I hava no home to which I 
can go, and I ought to be prepared tn case i am 
thrown upon my own resources,” 

With this object in vlew she dressed herself 
with more than orcinary care, and not belug able 
to afford a cab, she took an omnibus, which put 
ber down at Kensington Church, 

This was not far from her destination ; but 
she did uot know her way, and she wax looking 
about with a vewildered expreesion of coun- 
tenance when a carriage, which had passed her 
unnoticed, pulled up, then turned back, snd she 
was accosted by the voice of Charile Birch, who 
had recogalsed her as she drove by. 

* What are yoo doing here--and alone, too!” 
was her very uatural question, “ Yeu look as 
though sou had lost your wey,” 

"*T have 20% lost it, but 1 am trying to find 
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it,” was the answer. “I am going to Palace- 
gardens, and I know I cannct be very far off.” 

OF course you are not,” sald Mies Birch, 
promptly; ‘‘ft is close by. Come {nto the 
carriage, and Street shall drive you there, Whab 
number ” 

Eifie gave the aumber, and stepped into the 
victoria, thanking Charlie for ber kindness, 

" There’a nothing to thank me for; but are 
you eos to the Greatrex's? Do you know 
them {"’ 


“ Yos, I know Mies Greatrex; she is my 
dearest friend,’ was the frank reply. ‘“ It was 
through her that I was engaged by Mrs, Maltby.” 

**T am afraid you have nov much to thank her 
for ff that is all the kindness she has done you,” 
remarked Charile, gravely, “for I am sure you 
are pot happy at Maltby ey ot 

“No; bad I am afraid I should not be very 
happy anywhere,” was E.fie’s sad response, “and 
I wast earn my own living.” 

"You have no father?” asked Chariie, wish 
ready sympathy. 

“JT don’t know,’’ sald Evie, wearily; “I 
don’t know ff there {s a ilving creature belonging 
to me, or to whom I belong. I will tell you 
more another time, if you care to hear me; but, 
please don’t breathe a word of what I have said 
to Mr. Kingswood, will you 1” 

‘To Mr. Kingewood!" repeated Charlie, her 
face flushing, and a troubled lock coming Into 
her eyes. “ Does he know!" she asked, sus- 
picioualy. 

“No, bat he may guees if he hears anything 
about me, You do promise not to mention to 
him that I said i am alone fu the world.” 

‘© Oh, yes, I prom!'se,” was the anawer. 

Bot there was lese cordiallty in her tone than 
uenel, and che asked, almost coldiy,— 

"Shall you atey bere longi” 

"Y don’t know if Isolt is at home,” replied 
Elfie, ‘‘ahe didn’t answer my last Istter; if 
she fs disengaged I want to have « long chat 
with her.” 

“Then I will walt while you ascertain,” 
remarked Charlie, “Ifshe {s sot I will drive 
you back to the Grange—the house looks as 
though the family were away.” 

Elfie soon foand that this was the case; Mr. 
and Miss Greatrex had gone on the Continent, 
and the date of their return wae most uncer- 
tain. 
So E.fie returned to the carriage with a feeling 
of dejection, which she found {t impossible to 
shake off, 

“What will become of me if Mrs. Maltby 
sends me away suddenly before Ieolt comes 
back?” she asked, unconsciously utteriog her 
thoughts aloud. 

*‘ There are other places in the world besides 
this house,” remarked Obarlle, qufetly, “ but I 
didn’t know that you lived with the Greatrex’s.” 

"No, I do not; bub Isolt sald she would 
always be my friend whenever I wanted one. 
We were at school together In France, aud she 
was very fond of me ; aud [ spent one night fn her 
father’s house, when—when-~—” she paused ; 
then she added, ina broken voice, “ when [I lefs 
my old home for ever.’ 

“* And Mc, Kingswood knew you In your old 
home, did he)” seked Charlle, sharply. 

" Mr. Kingswood |" repeated Eifie, lookIng at 
her In a bewildered manner. ‘ No ; what could 
he have to do with it! I never saw him 
before you brought him to the Grange that 
afternoon,” 

“Taen why did you mention his name as 
you did just now?” asked Charlie, feeling 
angry for having, as she thought, betrayed 
herself. 

"TI only asked you not to tell him anything 
about my having no rolatives,” sald Ez-fie, 
densely. ‘‘It isn’t that he kaows we or any- 
thing abont me himself, but perhaps se may 
know some people who do, and I would mach 
rather that they didn’t hear anything about me 
at present,” 

‘Ou, fe that all?” asked Caarlle, in a tone 
of such Intenze reilef that Life, who wae pecall! 
arly unsophisticated io some things, looked at 
her cosapanion in eurprise without in any way 
svepecting the cause of this change. 





There was silence between them fora little 
while, broken at length by Charlie, who sald, 


\ Sed 

“You told me jastnow that you are quite 
alone in the world, and you likewlee said that 
you had left your old home for good. I don’c 
wish to force myself fate your confidence, but I 
think It is desirable that you should tell me a 
little more about yoursel’.” 

‘* Yes,” assented Eifie, ‘‘ you ought to know, 
and you have been very kind to me, but it’s 


tearfully humiliating. I suppose 1d fs a jast, 


punishment for my pride. Do you know,” she 
continued pitifully, ‘I have been so proud of 
being a gentlewoman, of being well-descended, 
and of having blood In my veins! I was 
far_more proud of that than of anything elee-—- 
bout Vi tell you my life as IT remember it. Yor 
won't mind my suppreseing names, will yon ’” 

“Oh, certainly nob!” replied Charlile, gravely. 

But she could scarcely repress 2 smile as the 
thought flashed though her mind, '' What an 
innocent child it is! She tells me that Harry 
Ktngswood knows her friends, and yet she Is 
going to makea mystery of them tome. ButI 
shall not seek to find ont what she does nod 
care to tell herself.” 

Then she prepared herself to listen, while 
Kifie briefly told her how the firat person she 
diatinctly remembered waz an old housekeeper, 
who took hertos school when che was very 
little, and who nzed tocome once a year to see 
her there, 

‘I seem to have been given to understand 
that I was an orphan, bot I often heard of my 
guardisr, who used to send me curious presents 
from China; and as I bore his name, and was 
treated with every care and consideration, I 
naturally thought he was some relation cf my 
father’s. 


" Naturally,” assented Cnariie, 

“TI don’o know who put it Into my head that I 
was an heiress,” contianed E fie, ‘ but some- 
body must have done so; perhaps they judged 
that because I was educated at an expensive 
schoo), where my bills were paid regu'arly, thet I 
muet be wealthy, for I always bad plenty of 
pocket-mouey, and I ecarcely knew what [It was 
to fall to get anything I desired,” 

** Of course, everybody supposed that you or 
your people were very well off,’ remarked 
Charlie, encouraging!y. 

‘Tt did not matter ao mach what other people 
thought ; {b was what I thought myself,’ con- 
tinued poor E.fie, sadly. “ Bat yon can under- 
stand the shock J recelved when I was told the 
cruel truth,” 

And then she gave her listener a vivid descrip- 
tion of how she was living at the Hermitage, 
expecting the return of her guardian, when 
Edith Grey came to taunt her about her low origin 
and to teli her that she had once wrecked the 
happiness of the man who iad been her best and 
truest friend. 

“ Wher she sald that my presence in his house 
was the only obstacle to his happiness, of course 
there was nothing for me to do but to come 
away,’ she contioued ; * it was little enough to 
do for one who had done so much for me,” 

‘ Yes, I cau understand that yon felt ike 
that,” reponded Charife, kindly, ‘' but I think I 
should not have beer satisfied to take that ob- 
jectionable woman’s assertion that he was coming 
home to marry her. I think I shonld have 
allowed him a voics in the matter. Yon see, it 
was not as though he could not have sent you 
away at any time.’ 

* Oh! he was too good, too noble, too tender- 
hearted for that!” cried Elfie, eagerly. ‘* You 
don’t know my guardian ; » truer anda better 
man never lived. He would not have thrown me 
helpless upon the world to save his own life!” 

* But he could have provided ahome for you, 
dear,” objected Charlie; then In a gently re- 
proachfal tone, she sdded, ‘‘ and {f what yon say 
about him is true, 1 am afraid you must have 
caused him a grest deal of pain and anxiety by 
throwing yourseif alone upon the world as you 
have done.” 

“Yes,” assented Elfie, with contridon, ‘I 
didn’t think of that untiiis was too late, and I 
am afrald that | may have palned him; bub If 
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he wishes to do so, he can easily find me, you 
” 


“ How can he find you? Were you known then 
by the same name as you are now i” 

Ob, no! I called myself Heath when I left 
my guatdinn’s house. I don’t know why I 
did it; but as poor old Mrs. Cartis confessed 
that I really was found all among the heather, it 
seemed to suggest a mame to me, BatI have 
always been E-fie; Mrs, Ourtis told me TI called 
wayself Elfe when I opened my eyes and spoke to 
er ” 


‘‘ A singular name,’’ mused Charlie, thought- 
fully. ‘Bat here we are at the Grange, Let 
me say one word to you before we part, while 
Jsolt Greatvex fe away; you must leb me be 
yoor friend, and if ang ins happens to make you 
leave Mrs. Maltby, I want you to promise to 
come direct to me. Will you promise }” 

“Ip is very kind of you,” sald Elfie, with 
hesitation, 

"No, it is not very kind ; J have a reason for 
it; ae at Pa 

The promise was given, jast as carriage 
passed through the lodge-gates of the Grange. 
A wcond or two later, and the girls saw that 
another carrlage was ab the front door, while a 
Hight cart filled with luggsge was behind it. 

" Visitors,” said comprehending the 
situation at a glance. “ I won't come fn, I'll call 
tomorrow. You won't mind getting out here, 
will you *”” 

Toen Hifie alighted and went into the house, 
sod met in the hall an old lady, who uttered a 
wild cry the moment she caught alght of the 
girl's face, and, filoging up her arms, fel! down 
lke one dead at her feet, 


(Zo be continued.) 








FACETLA. 


"My long-lost sister !” he exclaimed. Natur- 
ally she looked surprised, bat she soon recalled 
thet elx years before she had promised to ba one 
to him. 

How do you pronounce the last syllable of 
that word ‘butterine’’” aeked the customer, 
“The last syllable is silent,” stiffiy repiled the 
grocer, 

“Doctor, # friend of mine has assured me 
that sucking lemons will —— sea-sickness, Iv 
that true?” ‘‘ Yes, provided you alt in the shade 
of a tall tree while you suck the lemon.”’ 

‘Maud, darling,” said he, as they two sat cut 
{in the conservatory, “will you marry me!” 
“This fa so sudden!” she cried, “ My love?” 
he asked, No,” she replied, “ your courage.” 

He: “Is there anything in the world that 
bores you more than fla #” She: '* Oaly 
one thing that I now think of." He: “ What Is 
that?” She: " Not to be flattered.” 

“Miss Curtine,” began young Softlelgh, '*I— 
sw-—would weally like to know one thing——” 
‘* Yes, it’s a shame,” Interrupted Mise Catting ; 
“ you really ought to know that much.” 

Her Hero (angrily): “ Was there any idiot 
in love with you before I married you?” His 
Heroine: “Yes, one.’ “I'm sorry you re- 
jected him.” “But I dido’s reject him; I 
married him.” 

Hz: “The grest tronble with Gabley is that 
he talke too much.” She: “That's strange, 
Whon be has been with me, he scarcely sald a 
word.” He: “Oh, he is too much of a gentle- 
man to interrupt.” 

THEY were. * Life,” she said, as she 
arose from the stool, “will be one long, 
sweet song after we are married.” ‘ That settles 
\\, then,” firmly rssponded her lover, as he took 
hie bat and hfs departure, 

Hovsekesrer : “ Yes, I have au umbrella that 
needs mending ; but, if I let you have It, how 
‘mI to know that you will bring it back 1” 
Umbrella Mender: ‘‘Haf no fear, I alweys 
sharge more for mending dan I could zell zee 
umbrella for.” 





*' A READER once took hie little lad cut for a 
walk, but the boy, from some cause or other, got 
lost, and, meeting a policeman, tearfully asked : 
‘Please, sir, have you seen a mau without a 
bert boy? ‘Cause if you have I'se that little 

pe 

** Mauna,” esfd the sweet young gir/, “ I think 
Mr. Meadows loves mend is beginning td have 
serious intentions.” ‘' What,” the fond mother 
asked, “has brought you to this opinion! "He 

hed heartily at one of papa’s jokes last 
6, 

“CustoMER: I want to gob a dog-collar— 
something handsome and showy.” Dealer: 
“| Will this one do?” Customer: “ No; 1’d like 


some more expensive than that, You see, 
it’s my pie dog, and I'd fike to get someone to 
steal it, 


“Sue felt the strong arm of the law,” he said, 
speaking of a woman who had got {nto trouble, 
“How delightfal?” commented the demure 
young thing. ‘‘ What is delightful /” he de- 
manded, in surprise, ‘‘To feel a strong arm,” she 
answered, softly, 

‘I am not at all certain,” sald the father, 
“that my daughter loves you sufficiently to 
warrant me fn entrusting her to your keeping for 
life.” “ Well,” replied the young man, “ perhaps 
you haven't had the same advantages for observing 
things that I have.” 

"J ear twenty pounds for that dog.” ‘A big 
sum!” "But he hae a wonderful pedigree.” 
“ How far back do trace it—-to the dog that 
Noah took Into the Ark?” ‘ This dog’s ancestor 
didn’t go Into the Ark.” ‘Why not?” “He 
had a bark of bis own.” 

CuntivaTeD STRANGER: ** You advertise for a 
man who can spesk tweuty-six lnoguages}’’ 
Mr. Gotham: “ Yes, sir. The position Is stil 
open.” " May I ask concerning the matter of Its 
duties t’’ “Certainly. I own considerable pro- 
perty io New York, and I want a man to collect 
the rente,” 

Tuery found her horriedly packing a valice, 
* Where are you going!” they asked, *'To the 
Tranvaale,” she replied, “Bat I thought you 
didn’t believe In women golog to war!” “I 
don’t. But if you think I am going to let any of 
those Red Cross women nurse my Harold back to 
health if he fs wonuded you are mistaken. I'm 
going to be there myself,” 

“Has George ever hinted that he had thought 
of you as a possible wife’ asked the anxlous 
mother. ‘‘No,” replied the girl, a far-away 
look in her eyes, “and I'm afraid he never will.” 
“ Why,” the mother," I thought-——’’ 
“It doesn’t matter what you thought, mamma, 
dear,” interrupted the daughter, ‘ Oaly last 
night he complained of being drowsy, and it 
wasn’t nine o’ clock. 

“Wuar's the difference,” sald Mr, Blykins, 
with the air of a man who is asking a conumdrum, 
" between an error of judgment and a blame fool 
blander?” ‘I doubt whether there is any,” 
sald the friend, “' Yer, there is a heap of differ- 
ence. One’s a mistake you make when you are 
running a business yoursel’, and the other's a 
mistake you make when somebody has hired 
you.” 

Mrs D'Avyoo: “ Ob, the awfullest thing has 
happened! Clara de Style, who never could 
delgo to look at any one In trade, has just dis- 
covered that the man she has married ts a dry- 

clesks.”’ Mrs, D’Fashion: “ Horrors! I 
should think she might have found him ont by 
his talk.” Mre. D’Avnoo: “That's just how the 

girl was deceived, He never seemed to 
all avything about anything, and she supposed 
of course he was a "s son,” 

“I pon’T see,’ said the old man, “' why 
chopping wood isn’t just about ax gootl exerciee 
and jast as enjoyable as playing ,oif.’’ 
the walking between etrokes that makes golf so 
valuable as exercise,” explained the boy. 
equalises matters aud gives the legs the exerclee 


Trish Barrister (addressing tke Bench): 
‘*Your honour, I shall firet absolutely prove ww 
the jary that the prisoner could not have com- 
mitted the crime with which he is charged. If 
that does not convince the jary, J shall show that 
he was {osane when he committed {t, If that 
fails, I shall prove an alibi.” 

"Tr is only right that I should tell yor,” she 
said, “that father has lost al!.”’ " Nov sll?” he 
exclaimed. ‘Yes, all,” she asrorted, ‘ No,” he 
eald, firmly; “ not all. You are still left to him. 
I could not be 20 cruel as to add to bis miefor 
tuner. Tell him—tell him for me that ny 
generosity impels me to leave him with what 
little lies In my power,” 

Two ladies on the other side of the Border 
were holding a stairhead conflab one morning 
on the troublas of life, snd husbands In par- 
ticuler. “I diota wonder at some ptir wives 
baving to help themselves ont of thefr husbana’s 
trouser pockets,” remarked the one. ‘i canna say 
I like the underhand ways myself,”’ responded the 
second matron; “I just turn ma man’s breeks 
doonsides up and help masei off the carpet.” 

Tue family of Mr. Torrance were about leaving 
the town of Strathavon for America, Tibby 
Torrance, an old malden alster of Mr, Torrance’s, 
waa to accompany them, Before they left rome 
of the neighbours were talking to Tibby about 
the dangers of the" great deep,” when she euc- 
denly exclaimed, In a contented tone: ‘‘ Aweel, 
aweel, it's been a goy dry summer, and I think 
the sea’l) no’ be vera deep }”” 

“Now, Johnson, look skarp and come and 
repeat your lesson to me.” “I can’t, sir.” “ You 
are not going to tell me that you have forgotten 
it already ! You must have a head like a sieve.” 
“No, sir, I—I ain’bexactly forgotten ft," ‘* Well, 
what do you mean by firat telling me that you 
cannot say Ic, and then that you bave not for- 


gotten it? Both answers cannot be true, my 
good boy.” ‘' Yes, sir, they are—I never knew 
ib!” 


''Tremete, monster!” shrieked the herolne, 
ae ehe pointed a long, white, accusing ‘ioger ab 
the double-dyed rvffian. Bat the villain didn't 
tremble. * You spoiled the scene!” hissed tha 
heroine when they etood In the winger. ‘‘I really 
couldn’t help ft.” © Bub I’ve always claimed you 
were the bes) trembler on the stage,” said the 
heroine. '"I¢ was awfuily good of you.” “Bud 
why cculdn’t you tremble to-night ?"’ “ Hitherto 
I’ve always pleyed that sceve with my wife !” 
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week to play the piano or Organ beaptifully, accompany songs in 
all keys, insprovise, and play jance music. Most strongly recom- 
mended to all musio lovers by the Weekly Times and other papers, 
Absolately invalvable asa time saverand pleasure-giver. You can 
now become immediately your own accompanist, etc, Everyone is 
charzoed with it. Post free, 3s, 64. 














‘Tt is | 


i 


“Thad | 


j 


that they need.” Thus it happened that the old | 


man went ont into the yard and placed sticks of 
wood at intervals all around It, after which he 
banded the boy an axe and told him to play the 
fall course,”’ 


VOICE PRODUCTION AND SINGING. 


New Treatise based on the true Italian method, showing how to 
breathe, produce, and preserve the voleo; also how to phrase and 
sing with ease, good taste aud effect, Very highly recommended 
by eminent authoritice. Invaluable to all Singers, Clerg; men and 
Public Speakers, Poet free, Is. 


THE TEMPLE PUBLISHING CO., 
14e, Bell Yard, London, W.C. 


A BOOK FOR LADIES. 


Should be read by all Ladies between 16 and 60, 
Some think too much is told, but knowledge is power. 
Sent, post free, for 1s, 2d. by De. T. R. ALLINSON 
414 Room, 4, Spanish Place, London, W 
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ee = man susmpeahaadamninesedereapercstnesot — 
SOCIETY. — STATISTICS. MISCELLANEOUS. 


Taw Qaéen will continue to reside at Windsor 
Castle anti] near Christmas, 

Pawuore Hryey or Prussia fg to return to 
Germany In Apriiucx, 

Tsx German Emperor hae conferred the Order 
of the Black Eagle on the young King of Spifin. 

THE Qaeen's dally menu is written in French, 
bier gion F ogy ag < ibe stage item ‘' Rosat 

eaf,” w. and uncompromising! 
Bngilsh, as befis ry mal dish. us , 
a .. Crown deo of Siam, ae fe Wao 
@ through a couree of muske 
sehaiage oh school, is going to Oxford before 
original 


returns to Siam, The. arrangement 
ax that bis Royal should return to 


Stam before the end of ro a change fn 
= has. been made by of the King of 
lam. 
Tas Dachess of Coburg has given some splendid 
banners and candelabra to thenew Greek Church 
at Darmstadt, which was consecrated recently tn 
the presencs of the Emperor and Empress of 
Rassis, and. which has been built as a memorial 
of her mother, the Empress Marie, who was a 
daughter of the Grand Dake Ludwig of Hesse. 

Tux Princs of Wales is to arrive at Houghton 
Hall, on a visit to Mr, Bishop, on Monday, the 
Alth tmsti, Mr. Bishop has succeeded Lord 
Wilton in the tenancy of Houghton, and there is 
no better shooting in England than thls estate 
affords, Houghton belongs to Lord Cholmondeley, 
who bas been irying to sell the estate for many 
‘years past, 

THE Queen's hobby, if she has any etrong one 
#5 all, is in the direction of authorship, but this 
das proved anything but expensive to her, for 
the one book she prodaced bronghs to her a very 
large sum. So far as her private purse is con- 
corned, however, Her Majesty has spent very 
large sume in pictures, but i, ie asserted thad 
even here her epecalations have been very good 
ones, It fa very certain that she possesses one 
of the most-valaable private collections of plotures 
in thie country. 

Tse Eaperor and Empress of Russia most 
thoroughly enjoyed their stay at Schloss Wolfe- 
@acten, The poor of Darmstadt were also 
cemembered by their former Princeea, who 
handed over 5,000 mar&s for the indigent of the 
place. She also made & great many purchases 
at Frankfort-on-the-Main, amongst them being a 
number of pictures from the brush of first 
-maacters, which are to be sent to Rassia, 

THe Qaeen’s Drawing Rooms always take place 
@> Backingham Palaces during the sfternoon, 
Waen the Qacen fs present, the lady, in addition 
to the low Court-curtsey accorded to the Royal 
Peioceseea, Is required to hiss Her Majesty's band, 
or rather touch it fo the lightest possibls fashion 
with the lips, And if the lady happens to be a 
cebutente, snd elther a peeress of the féalm or 
ths daughter of s Peer, she has a traditional 
right to a kiss from the Queen elther on the 
cheek or on the forehead by way of acknowledg- 
meni, In kissing the Queen’s hand, the lady 
presented Goes not take hold of Her Majesty’s 
fiugers; but-merely supports the “Royal hand 
upow her atm jast above thé wrist, —. * 

Tax En Frederick rarely allows a winter 
to pass without revisiting her favourite spots ia 
Italy. She bas ow decided to take as a 
residence the beantifally altaated Villa Marigola, 
on the Gulf of Spezta, between the me 
little towns of Si, Terenzo and Lericl. She 
probably chosen this comparatively secluded spot 
te be out of range of the usual winter visitors 
to the more fashionable places on the Riviera di 
Ponente. The grounds surrounding Marigola 
are prettily lafd out with paths through a thick 
wood of flex trees reaching to the sea, and afford- 
ing lovely views of the bay. The estate belongs 
to an Englishman, Mr, Reginald Pearse, of 
Genoa, - The wood js thatia which ths post 
Shelley is supposed to have. med hia wraith at 
the time when he and Byron were staying ob the 
adjoluing Villa Mewol, stilt knownin the neigh- 
bourhood ‘aa Cast d? Shelley. 





Ir fs estioated that one crow will destroy 
700,000 iasects avery year. 

Oves 1,000 houses In London are tenantless 
because they are supposed to be haunted. 

Axovut one German’ woman in every twenty- 
seven works at a factory. i 

Turee are 636 profesfonal guides In the 
Tysrolese moyntalas. 





GEMS, 


No matter how 4 ye the position {0 life 
of an indisidua!, if he can read he may ab 
will put bimeelf Into the best soclety that the 
world has evereeen. He thus elevates his rank 
In the world and becomes independent, 

Men may be divided into two clarses—men 
who have “one thing” to do and those who 
have not—those with alm, and those without 
aim, In their lives, And practically 1b turne 
out that almost all the success, and therefore 
the greater part of the happiness, go to the 
first class. The alm fn life is what the back- 
bons {s to the body. Without it we are Inver- 
tebrate—belong to some lower order of being, 
not map. 


Some ons put so slight a value npon thelr 
own eeif-respech and honesty that they will 
always sgreo with the inst speaker, oven at the 
expense of thelr own convictions, Bat such 
duplicity, whether cunningly asstimed for a 
purpose or dropping Into froma feebleness and 

erty of character, is utterly opposed to the 

k and fearless search for real unison of 
sentiment. That is always honourable, always 


a always loyal to its own indf- 
viduallty, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASUEES. 


Grittep Fras Happock, wits TomMaTors.— 
Ingredients: One zmall fresh haddock, two firm 
tomatoes, half an ounce butter, ove tabi mfal 
flour, salt and pépper, Well wash and dry the 
fish, Trios cff the tail, fins, and take out the 
eyes. Brush it all over with the butter, which 
you must first gently warm, Next mfx the flour 
with a little salt and pepper, and rofl the fish ia 
it. The four dries the fish, while the salt and 
pepper seasons it nicely, Rub the gridiron with 
a tiny bit of amet or butter. Lay on the fish and 
put it over or fm front of a quick, clear fire for 
about five or eight minutes, Turn ft once or 
twice, Oat the tomatoes in halves, and bake 
them till soft in a quick oven. Serve the fich In 
& hot dish, with the tomatoes round. 

Koa Cutiets —Ingredients: Half a pint good, 
thick white sauce, p and salt, six eggs, one 
large tektiepacated “ebangel bam or tongue, 
white breadcrumbe, frying fat, parsley, Season 
the white sauce with salt and pepper; stir inte 
the sauce, while hot, the yolks of two raw eggs ; 
then etir it over the fire till the egg thickens the 
sauce, but do nov let it boll ; then strain ft Into 
a basin throvgh a haSr-sleve or fine gravy-strainer 
Hard-boi| four eggs, lsy them in cold water for s 
few mioutes, then remove the shells, andcut them 
into neat dice. Mix with them the bam or tougae 
and the chopped parsiey. Now put all these 
into the white sauce ; mix well, and turn ont 
on toa plate or dish, spread id evanly over, and 
let i get cold.; then shape fnte little balls the 
size of a small hen’s egg, using « little flour to 
prevent them. stick Fietten these out into 
ihe shape of nead Mbtle cutlets, Break an egg on 
to a plate, and well beat it, and put the crumbs 
on & piece of paper. Brush each cutlet with the 
egg, then cover with umbe and firm on 
with a knife. Fry in plenty of bofling fat till a 
golden brown; on a place of paper. 
Arrange these nicely on a fancy lace-paper, and, 
it liked, hand with them brown or tomato sance, 





Even radishes are adulterated now in Beriip, 
Taoy are dipped into anilins dye to make then 
look fresh and pink. 

THERE fs {in the Far West of America a litt, 
insect called the “ tule gua,” which fs romarksjie 
for {ts almost total lack of weight. 

In Mexico, school-children are allowed to sucks 
in school-hours when thelr leesons are well pra 
pared, 

Tix id ohe of theoldest known metals, ‘iy 
Chinese have used If fn the fabrication of ther 
brasses and bronzes from time immexorial, 

Accorpina to tradition, Arable figure: wers 
derived from Solomon’s seal, upon which they 
can all be traced with a litle care, 

Tu discovery has been made, by means of ths 
spectroscope, that Polaris, or the North Star, « 
really s system of three stare, which revolvs 
around one another. 

Iy-an old charch In Herefordshire thers ars 
two thriving elm-treea, which naturally sproutei 
from the pavement of the edifice, and stand ons 
at each end of a pew. 

Tax western pari of Perala ts fobabited by. 
species. of camel which is the pigwy of its kind. 
It is snow-white, and fs on. that account aimoit 
worshipped by the psople, 

AvrHovaH the brain is perpetually active, the 
whole of {b is never active at one time, Ths 
two hemispheres or halves do not operate simu! 
tanecurly, but alternate in action— now it is the 
one half, then the other, 

Tue electric cols of the Orinoco are generally 
captured by causing the fish to expend thelr 
shocks upon horses driven Into the stream 
Exhausted fn this way, the eels become an ets 
prey. 

CaRnzruLiy collected figures show that the 
proportion of cavalry to other arms has beeo 
ateadily diminishing for a long period, Th 
artillery has been fncreased ; the cavalry din 
nished. Austria, Turkey, and Spain are the 
only countries whoee cavalry exceeds thelr 
artillery force. 

Tr would appear, from long observation, tha: 
soldters are hit during battle according to the 
colour of their dress {n the followiog order: Red 
ia the most fatal colour ; Avetrian grey fs the 
least fatal. The proportions aré: Red, 12; 
rifie green, 7; brown, 6; Austrian blalsh- 
grey, 5. 

Cyristuas anD New Year Carns.-—Mesars. 
Raphael Tuck & Sons are at the very top of 
the tree as Fins Art Publishers; ané@ thelr new 
collection of Card, Calendars, and booklets for 
the coming festive season seeme—were that px- 
sible—to outdo every previous success. We have 
had au opportunity of examining a large parce! 
of their latest speciailties; anc, sccustomed thongs 
we are to the perfection to which Messrs '' spheel 
Tack have brought the Art of colour-printivg, 

nevertheless 


astonished at the marvellous - 


we are 

beauty and delicate finish of thelr work. Re- 
markable as have been the achievements 0! this 
ever up-to-date frm duriog thirty snccestive 
ears, ib was not to be expected that they would 
t alip such an Important epoch as the dawa of 
a uew century. Accordingly we fiud the cards 
that sre to u In thia great event are of much 
more than asual interest and aiguificanc:, and 
nndoubtedly one of the features of the ooalng 
¢ the prominence to be given to ‘be 
New Year's Card, Messrs, Raphael Tuck Save 
the event by the production of over 
twelve hundred entirely new sets of cards 
ge: MA weg “those rs, oodles 
“Taphael House,” of courte, ho 6 premier 
on, and in all their two bnuired new 
8 there seeme no’ bat what is tue 
acme of taste and value, Ac in previout 
, ° Tuck” has devoted muct st 
tention to Toy Books and Juvenile Gift Fock, 
and we venture to sedert that the new volume of 
“ Father Tack’s Annaai” will bring peace — 
po dy te the nursery on many A dull #0 

ralny day. 
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| Tery.—You cam remove them by *prea ~~ * a Rag Tar —The piecing of 0 fag he half-tmest in our 
thi te of fullers’ earth, or whiting, and lemon-juice ‘time is universally rocogn aga tokeu Of mourning. 
NOTICES 70 CORRESPONDENTS. over, nnd leaving i lor twenty-four hours, afterwards . At ona time this was used as vsigna! of distressand in the 


Coz.—Yee; the marriege of first cousin is legal. 

Bcs.—Ié will be legal tinless any frand is intended. 

W. 6. ~Waeh it off with a little lukewarm soda water. 

Povostvs.--The firet Bank Holiday was Whit Monday, 
eT 


" axxious Morsgn.—A good map of the Boudan would | 


tell you. 

A. B. B.~You must make s “deed of gift through a 
solicitor. ‘ 

Sror’.—The {ntrinsic value of the América Cup is 
£100 ov ly. 

Taovrte,.—Ift you have consctentious objections you 
can attend and say so. 

Bovscixc B.—The a tortokkeshe!l! is yellowish- 
brown, d with bi 

Vior.4.—Hash should make « will leaving property to 
ather tor Ufe and alterwarda to third person. 

Worry Netonnovr.— You may. cub off the orer- 
hanging boughs. Keturn them to the owner, 

A. B. 0.—One lawyer cau complete the transaction so 
long as the parchsser is sure of his belug reliable... 


FoorticnTs.—We strongly sdvise you to gtve up all 


ides of thestage. Not one in a hundred succeeds. 


Lirriz Brizs.—Immeree the cage fn hot water, and 
spray both tt and the bird with a solution of alum and 
water. 


Tononat?.--After a gontloman has been introduces to 
slady, the eubscquent recognition must come from the 
lady bereelf. 

Srace-Stauck.—-You had far better continue at school 
and learn all that you can. You are mush too young to 
think of the stage. 

Qareizss Ooox.--Salt sprinkled -on a stove will 
connteract bad odours arlsipg from epilling or. belling 
over on its surface, 

Jozitex.—We do not think a J 
now worth more than its face value; the craze for 
these colns has quite died out, 


Lazynowes,—Too much sleep would produce tassitude, | 
quantity 


a disposition to be lazy, and indigestion. 

sufictent depends on phyaique. 

Ss is not expected that guests who 
e gathering 

young man should give him presen 


| Viox27.— You can clean and freshen tt by rubbing it 


avery little sweet ol, and then rubbing with a 


Moos of binck’ velvet fill all oll te removed. 


ADMigER.—Mr. berlain’s Government offce 
tis that of President of the Of Trade, with Cabinet 
nuk, in Mt. Gladstone's op of 1890, 


Twixt Two Loves.—As you cannot marry the two 
ladies with whom you Dalleve 5 urself to be in 
lore, wo woul alintoy'yox refrain from proposing te 
Iemicmaxt Hovsexerren.—It a tin of water is placed 
st night in the room where people have been smoking, 
the usual smell of stale tobacco will be gone in the 
morning, ~ 
DavGs.—Rab them over thoroughly with a little 
lard, to lodsde the dirt ‘be fore waehing thom: with soap 
and water. This plaw has also the mort of keeping the 


Drspararsa Loven.—The young lady herselt should 
take the matter in hand and fm ‘« on naming a for 
the wedding. If will not \o thie, we not see 


that you can do any’ 







motion” r-eans a power which 
rope iiaclf, Much 
ty endeavour to 


areinvited 
tn celebration A the majority of a | 


| washing it off with ciean water. 

Ouw Reaprn.-—Eixccssive pcrapiration of the fect may 
| be greatly checked by bathing every ‘ch! fm a solution 
| of atom and warm water. ash the fees with soap, 
, bat do not soak them in hot water. 


Paraiot.—The Boors sre dezcended from the Hugue- 
| nots who left France under the Revocation of the Edict 
| of Nantes, and from the Hollanders, who immigrated at 
various times in search of civil and religious liberty. 
| Yepostay.—Lift carpets and thoroughly ventilate 
| room; when laying down carpet agaia pub strips of 
| paper steeped in turpeatine underneath edges all 
round ; no moths then ; or sprinkle salt. round border 
of carpet now. 


Paarty Dicx.—Piace the bird in a cage by hizoself, 


| and apm BP Hp hy ES 
| ris kept. 


The older bird will act as tnstrnctor, | 


| and in a few months the young bird wil have acquired 

| his notes. 

| Tarap Geremation.—A generation is the interval of 
time that elapses between the bith of a father and the 

| birth of his son. Thirty-three years have usually been 

| allowed as thé average length of generations, or three 

> generations for hundred yeara, 

' " 

! 


THREE DAYS. 


So much to do, so Littie done! 

} Ahly at I saw the sun 

} Sink down the vaulted gray— 
j The ghastly ghost of yesterday. 

| So little done, 20 much to dg! 

| Each morniog bredks on conflicts new ; 


| But eager, rave, Tl fotn the fra; ; 
And fight the batileoftoday: 


So much to do, so little done | 
| Bat when it’s o’er—the victory won~- 
i Ob, then, my soul, this strife and surrow 
' Wall end in t great, glad to-morrov. 


abilee £5 gold piece ts | 


VittaGe Marn.--Stcep spent tea leaves in water for 
about balt an bour, strain and use the Uquid for wash- 
ling. verniebed paint or oll-gloth. aT do this you 
find that-a good effect is produ with compara- 

+ tively Little labour, ee ne 
B. 3—We do not know of any other way of cleaning 
the white Sess qutapen-ie rubbing with bran, pow- 
| dered starch or Fuller’s It should, af course, be 


| -well brashed, and rubbed with a clean clota before the | 


other things are 
| iPsY.—Nine carat gold is the very lowest quality that 
‘carry a hall-raark ; it has little more than the 
name of gold; and aay diffsrence in price of two chains 
| of that carat must he regulated 


Cvni0vs.—The Archbishop of Canterbury walks after 
| the King or Queen on ceremonis! occasions, but be has 
‘po real power in the country which can for a moment 


| Minleter; the latter dominstes the destinies 
of the nation, 
Anrist.-In making sketches for magazines, artists 
alweys use s particul 
‘ ie vasterial often being an ordinary sheet of note- 
| paper and common wee ei thera = sony a 
special which. you.can have on application at an 
| sntiat's colouratan, 


|. Bap Comprexios.—Greasiness of the skin fz an un- 

} aut condition, and ts by no means easy to cure, 

| All rich and greasy foodeshould be evoided. The face 
be washed 


by extra cost in getting © 


be compared with the paramount authority of the Prime | 
practically 


ar kind of paper and Ink, | 


time of the Punic wars--the creat wars raged between 
| Rome and Carthage for supremacy—it was the cuatom 
ta lower the flag to half-maat in token of defeat. It is 
supposed that from this practice grew the custom of 
lowerlag the flag as a token that those who waged the 
war of !ife were defesied by the great adversary, 
Doath. 
Enrrarems.—New Zeaiand is now one of our muss 
| Prosperous colontos; it possesses in addition the rocom- 
mendation of a very fine climate, something like onr 
own, with all the nastiness of ocld rains and snows 
taken out. Write Government Emigrants’ Informa- 
tion Office, 31, Broadway, London, 8.W., for copy of 
| New Zeeland handbook, an ¢ ficial publication costing 
| id. ; read that and you wiil be in a position tu form o 
very good idea of what {s in prospect for those who go 
ont to the colony now. 


Naxcy.—Firat clean with a pleco of Sannel dipped ta 
spirits of wine, then make up a pasic of whitiig snd 
spirits of wize, and lay that on, leaving it om for come 
hours, or till the me is quite dry, This way be 
—- often, and if the ivory fs real will reetoxre the 
colour ; but you must lt verg careful not to allow any 

| of the paste or powder when dry to go down at tho 
sides ; if youdo!t will injure the instrument. If the 

| keys are made of celluloid or imitation fvory, you can 
not restore the cclour without removing the surface 

| which can only be done by an expert provided with 
suitable fmplements. 


Mittim.-——-When the veretables are taken ont ci the 
brine, spread them in the eun till they are quite dry. 
The proper proportions to ose for the ptekle are, to two 
quarts of good vinegar, allow of whole white pepper, 
ous ounce; allspice, one ounce; ground ginger, two 
ounces ; turmezis, two ounces; shallote, two cunces. 
Bot] for five minutes, then with some «f the hot 
vinegar smoothly mix two ounces of nest mustard, and 

| atir it into the rest of the vinevar, which must on no 
account be allowed to boil after the mustard hae been 
added. When the plokle has cooled a little, but pot 
much, pour it over the vegetables. Let all get ouitc 
; cold before you bottle or store away in fare. 


One Wo Wants tro Kyow.--When a homan belng, 
unable to awim, fails into the water, if [i 'e of ne great 
depth, he first oes to the bottom; but, on account of 

| theairin the lungs rendering the epeclic gravity of 
the body lighter than the water, be immed!ately riscu 
to thesturface. The efforta made by him to maintain 
| himself atthe surface diminish the quantity of air iu 
, the lungs, and he again sinks, but avon riser again, anc 
| this alternate rising and sinking muy ovcur several 
titties in snccess The air expelied tiow the lunge 
le seen to rise to the surface io the firm of bubbles, 
and the specific gravity of the body is increased with 
| every expiration, the powers of sousalion and voluntary: 
motion revidly diminish, and the body a5 last settles 
| to the bottom. No matter how deep tho water may be, 
the body will sink to the bottom, the laws of gravitation 
; bringing about this result. 














| Tas Lowpow Ruane can be sent to any part of the 
world, post-froe Throe-halfpenco Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One Shilling and Eightpence. . The yoarly subecriptiog 
for the Monthly Part, including Christmas Part, ta 
Right Shillings and Kightpence, post-fres 


Axa. Back Nomerns, Parts and Votcum are in 
prins, and may be he of aay Booxsellers, 


NOTICE.—Part i62 is Now Ready, prise Shepence, 
| post free, EKightpeness. Also Yok. LAXRL., bound is 
cloth, 4a, $d. 


Tas INDEX to Vou. LEXII. is now Ready} Price 
| One Penny, post-tree, Throe halfpenoce. 


Aw Lerrers ro nt Appnerssen To Tre Epiroa 
! wa Loxpow Jinapgr, 3, Oatherine Street, Strand 


) shonld in rain-watear, or, if this be unattain- 

: able, in water softened:by the addition of borax. The | 
| soap used should bs of the purest, and contain no 
| glycerine. 


a", We cavitiot undertake to return Fejected manu- 
eeripts 











CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, NERVOUS COMPLAINTS. | 
BOTTLE es 








SHALL LING | 


id 










A SPOTLESS SKIN, 
A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION, 
ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
ENTURELY. FADE AWAY. . 








“ATLAS”’ 
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; action we will 
@ send Machine on receipt of B/« 
ae 6,0. for one month's trial. 

Balance can be paid 6/* MONTHLY. 
Call er Write for Designs and Samples of W orb, 
THE ATLAS SEWING BACHING OO., 
1868, Hicu Steuer, Camozn Town, Lonnow) 
63, Sevan Sisters Ro. ; 14, Hicu Ro., Marevew. 

(Please quote this Paper). 
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THEY WILL NOT 
ENTANGLE OR BREAK 
TRE HAIR. 

Ave effective and require 
no skill to use. 

12 Curlers in Box, Free 
by Post for & Stamps. 
Of afl Gaird eve and Fancy 
Dealers. oolezale, 

BR. HOVENDEN & SONS. 

Berners 8¢., W., and 
4 Otty Bd B.Gs: Londons 
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ARTISTIC JEW ELLERY 


20 per Cent. below London 


ay 


AT FIRST COST. 


Prices. 


STYLE, QUALITY and FINISH GUARANTEED PERFECT. 
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Gentlemen 


20 per cent. 
Ring Catalogue 


-Kindly excuse 
acknowledging receipt of ring. 

and I have seen similar ones in City Jewellers at prices 
tn advance of yours. You might send me your 


PROVES WHAT WE SAY. 


22, Oxford St., Chelsea, London, S.W., ro, 
the inevitable ai? in 
It gives every satisfaction, 


Yours truly, E. A. Sawarp. 
J. N. Masrers (Ltd ). 








grave : 
Price 13/- 





No. 93. 
Recently designed, very pretty, 
exactly as sketched, Raised and ea 


, Gold, Hall-marked. 


ALL JEWELLE 





Charming Mizpah Brooch, i in case complete, 6a. extra. 





RY SENT 


FREE BY REGISTERED POST. 


dear to the 


middleman’s servi 
their numerous 
desi 





Great Trove 
J. N. Masters (1 d.), ye, 
memoration Brooch,’ have recently issued some cha: 
designs in brooches, rings, and other articles of Jewellery 
feminine 
supply direct to the public, thereby dispensing with the 


HTS, 


uly rsth, 1899, says 


eart. 


“ Mesers, 


designers of the ‘ Queen's (x 






they manufacture and 


ces, an Chormous saving is effected 


custome rs. 
ted ‘a genuine tmoney-saver,’ should be in 
hands of every one of our readers.” 


Their Rows gS rightly 
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aged g is bes3t ass 
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Hall-marked Rar Oe with real Pearls. Very pretty 
Engraved as shown, "with Box and Glass 
at back to take _— = _ Hall-marked va 








Ne ¢ 
pattern, Vick exquisite 
coloured gold ornamentation in centre. 





Solid 
Silver, 
Elegant Name Brooches, various 4/- 
designs, all very meat. Any name 
a Handsome 
Silver, 2/= Gold, 20/< Pattern. 
Hall-marked 





THE BRIDE’S BANGLE. 













SUPERB BRACPLET. 


Very Massive Design. Solid Gold, 50/<- 








No. 103. 


Quite new; only recently designed. 
Commands a large sale and gives uni- 
versal satisfaction. 


Exact to sketca 
Gold, Hall-marked, 12s, 


ieee, po beg No. r75. ; oF 
‘Price, o-ct. Gold, No. x22 Gon, , 10/6 No. 194 10/6. Seash Gore Tas 
rice, 9-ct. a, -» 122. ’ * se . _ - j 
(9/6. 18-ct. Gold, @8/- , Three Fine Diamonds, | Massive desig. | Heart centre, Mispah | Set with rea! Bi | 
18-ct. Gold, 25/« se oe Lag wrtolead BEM be Any ~ Bagngumest Solid Gold. Ring, set with real stone 
ae eA Mts +o" DO Ring, secant 9-ct. Gold, 28/- Diamond, gct. Gold, only 16/.} 
bears the Government | choicely sagraved. Hearts. oe Pa Oe 18-ct. », SO/ engraved as shown. Compare OUR 
—— - Stee Set — 3 9-ct. Gold ao/6. 13-ct. 4 G5S/- A very popular Gent.'s 7-ct. Gold, 10/6. PRICES with thaw 
Quality. teilfiancyy 18-ct. ,, 25/- Highly finished. Ring. — pal Teadenmer | 











rice only 13/6. 
Solid Initial Brooch, Chaste design 
Gold, The initial is artistically cut aod 
25'- mounted on bar, joined with ivy spray 
wal j All initials in stock. 
Very Stronz.| Price, Silver, 2/6. Gold, @/@, Hall- 


marked 





In case coorplete, 64. extra 

















Ve guarantee the quality of 
every article of Jewellery 


supplied. 


Save Money by Dealing Direct. 


No. 814. 


Wesy some 
Bracelet. 


Will last for years. 
















Silver, 8/6 
Goid Filled (equa! : 


se t 
id Gold), 10/6. 





ce and wear 
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Fe pets ey & re 9 s 


J. N. MASTERS 


(Kutdl.), Estd. 


1869, 


Art Jewellers, 


RYE, 


SUSSEX. 








a] 
e 
= 
* 
Go 
& 


COUGHS, GOLDS, 


CH 


ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 


' 
! 








D* J. COL COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE is a 
which 


D:., 


W. PAGE WOOD stated publicly tn Court th 


a liguid x medicine 
cmmeens PAIN OF EVERY KIND, affords a calm, refreshing sleep, | 
WITHOUT BEADAOHE, and invigorates the nervous system when exhausted. 


J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE. —Vice-Chancellor Sir 
wt Dr. J. COLLIS BROWNE was 


DIARFHEA, 





attacks of 


GREAT 
‘DYSENTERY, 
GENERAL BOARD OF HEALTH, London, REPORT that it ACTS ass 
CHARM, one dose generally sufficient. 


Dr. GIBBON, Army Mecical Stat, Caloutta, states :— 
CURED ME OF DIARREGA.” 


D* i COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE rapidly cuts ‘short 





SPECIFIC FOR 


J. COLLIS BROWNE’S 


LORODYN 


HOLERG. 


“TWO DOSES COMPLETELT 








ised eer af stn ws is apwita rey hacies, | EAVLUEPSY, BPABMS, COVTATION, HYSTERIA. 
sworn to.—Bee lee The Times, July 18th, 1864. | 

a, 3, COLLIN BROMMES GHLORODYNE is iio Tace | [MEORTANT SAS Ee pete ge E 
RHEUMATISM. : |_Mannfacturer—J, T. DAVENPORT, $3, Groat Russell Street, London, W. 
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